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THE Editors of tlie following Com- 
pilation, unwilling to amuſe the Pu- 
blic with an empty harangue, or a 
_ gaudy apparatus of worts, by way of 
introduction to their Book; only beg 
leave to make the following obſerva- 
tions : 
Hast time immemotial, it has been 

allowed, that Muſic has always been 
eſteemed an ancient and powerful 
Science. 3 
We are informed, from Heathen 
Mythology, that Muſic was invented 
by Apollo, who was ſtyled the God 
of Wiſdom. 15 


Per me concordant carmina nervis. 


oOVIDI METAM. 


a ij 


5 THE PREFACE. 
How muſic was cultivared in thoſe 
early ages, impartial hiſtory alone can 


tell. Suiace it to ſay, that this ele- 


vating Science had ir s patrons, and 
proficients, in moſt ages and nations. 


And it is with Aae we obiery ©, 


that this celeſtial progeny has ſtill 17s 


abettors in our own e The 
public attention paid by many Gentle- 
men of Scotland, to this polite and 
very neceſiary part of education, is at 
once patriotic and laudable. 


The Publiſhers of the following 
ſheets, look forward to that Golden 


Fra, when, they truſt, that Avjfc ſhall 
not only attract the attention of ſupe- 
rior minds, but when i hol acquire 


that univerſal 3 a SCIENCE 


ſo ſublime, richly deſerves. 


With a fincere view to promote 


this end, the following Collection of 


Songs, ſet to Muſic, is, with all ft ib- 
miſſion, offered to the Pall. The 


Selectors of this Work, kumbly ima- 


THE PREFACE. v 


gine, they may without the leaſt ſha- 
dow of vanity, aver, that i: is the firſt 
| Publication of the kind, ever attempt- 
ed in Scitland.—The arrangement of 
the Words, as well as the Muſic, has 
been ſtudied with the greateſt atten- 
tion; and being deſigned for the en- 
tertainment both of Ladies and Gentle- 
meu, the ſtricteſt care has been taken, 
to avoid rmdelicacy. „ 
Beſides a great number of modern 
Songs of real humour and taſte, there 
are alſo inſerted, a great variety of the 
moſt beauriful Scots Airs, to — 
of which, the Baſſes are added. 

How far the Editors of this Work, 
have been ſucceſsful 1 in the Selection 
they have made, Time and a candid 
Public, only muſt determine. 


nt 


e obſerved in one AY 


word, that the fluence of Muſic over 
the human mind, is fully evinced, by a 


the Prince of Latin poetry. ii. | 


a 17 
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in his inimitable Eclogue, called Sie- 
nus, where, introducing Chromis and 


make him perſorm his engagement, 
they bind him with his own wreaths, 
He awaking, and ſmiling at the trick, 
ſays, Why theſe bonds? Looſe me, ye 


: defire :— 


ECL. vi. I. 27. 


3 To ſoften rocks, and bend the knoited cab. 


BRYDENG 


MARCH 26. 
* 1 2 74 
— . 


Mnaſylus, two youthful ſwains, find- 
ing Silenus aſleep in his cave, (often 
the Sire had amuſed them, with the 
promiſe of a ſong) and, in order to 


| — and hear the ſong which vou 


; Tum: veroin mnncrum Faunsfque feraſque videres 
1 Ludere, Zum rizidas motare cacumina zuercus. 


N 2 has 3 RON the ſavage bread, 


— __ " * | 


— * 


A. 
T the ſign of the horſe 


As W. «king forth to view the plain 


And gin ye meet a bonny lale 
All in the downs _ 

A. cobler there was 

As you mean to ſet fail 

Adieu, ye groves, adieu ye plains 
A pox of your pother, 

Ah! Chloris | 

As down on Banna's banks 

As Jamie Gay 


All you who would wiſh to ſucceed He 


Aſſiſt me ye lads 
A laſs that was laden'd with care 
All you that are wiſe, and 


At . day, and 9 


B. 5 
Believe my ſighs, my tears, my dear 
Blyth, bly th, blyth, was ſhe | 
By the gaily circling gl-& 


Beneat!, 2 Cree F© 774 


Blow higu, blow low 


C. 


* Contented J am, and contented 


Come, come, my jolly lade 


_ Ceale rude Boreas 


Come ronſe brother 8 
Come, come, my brave tars 

Come gie's a ſang the lady ery'd | 
Come all ye young lovers 
Curtis was old Hoge's wife 
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DOWN THE BURN DAVIE. 


"_— 


RAT 
by — 2 al — 
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When trees did bud, and fields were g 7 


— 1 


in her ce: Blyth Davie's blinks her 


heart did move, To ſpeak her mind thus free: 


— 


— — : 
: 5 — 2 
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| a” 
Gang down the burn, Davie lov, And I vill 


* 


2 | * | 
” - » — 
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fol - - - low thee. 
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Now Davie did each lad ſurpaſs 
That dwelt on this burn ſide; 
| And Mary was the bonnieſt laſs, 
Juſt meet to be a bride. 
_ Bhth Davie's blinks, Ce. 


Her cheeks were roſy, red and white, 


Fer ee'n were bonny blue, 
Her looks were like Aurora bright, 
_ Her lips like dropping dew. 
Blyth Davie's blinks, c. 


What paſs'd, I gueſs, was harmleſs play, 


And nothing, ſure, unmeet ! 
Tor, ganging g hame, I heard them ſay, 
They lHik'd a walk fo ſweet. 

"Blyth Davie's blinks, Oc. 


His cheeks to her's he fondly laid; 
She cry'd, Sweet love be true; TH 
„And when a wife, as now a maid, 
To death T'll follow you.” 
Blyth Davie's blinks, Oc. 


As fate had dealt to him a routh, 

Straight to the kirk he led her; 

There plighted her his faith and truth, 
And * bride he made her. 


No more aſham'd to own her love, 
Or ſpeak her mind thus free; 
Gang down the burn, Davie, love, 


And I will follow thee.” 
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. PLL NEVER LEAVE THEE. 5 | 
* F — 9” — 
a IT 
= One day I heard Mary fay, How” all 1 
© | wor eee i _ 
9 leave thee. Stay deareſt Ado - nis, ſtay, 


heart od 2 If thou houla leave mes Pl. 


=== EE 


live and M for wy _ Yer ne- ver 


uy 


8 8 py 


leave thee. 


Sev, lovey Adoais ſay, 


Has Mary deceiv'd thee, 
Dad Cer her young heart betray 
New love to 81 ievc thee, 

Ha 
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"# 


My conflant mind ne“ er ſhall ſtray, 


Thou may believe nie; 
PH love thee, lad, night and 25 
And never leave thee. 


Adonis, my charming youth, 
What can relieve thee. 
Can Mary thy anguiſh ſoothe... 
This breaft ſhall receive thee. 
| My paſſion can ne' er decay, 
Never deceive thee: _ 
Delight ſhall drive pain away, 
Pleaſure revive thee, 


But leave thee, . "TOY TY 
How ſhall I leave the. 
| 0! ! that thought makes me lad ; 
P'll never leave thee. 
Where would my Adonis fly ; 
Why does he grieve me. 
Alas! my poor heart will die, 


It 1 ſhould leave thee. 
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LAST TIME I CAME O'ER THE MUIR. 
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'T "x laſt time I came Is the 1 of 
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let my love be- hind me; Ye pow'rs, what pain do 


— 


| 7 4 | 7 + © | 7 
F | — . * 4 
ö Soon as the ruddy morn diſplay'd, The 
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Wet 10 my 17 5 — 
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beaming day enſuing, I met betimes my 


£ 8 | WS 
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2 . | 5 : hs - 
lovely maid, In fit re- - treats for wooing. 
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Beneath the cooling ſhade we lay, 
Gazing and chaſtely ſporting ; 
We kiſs'd and promis'd time away, 
Till night — her black curtain. 
1 pitied all beneath the ſkies, | 
Even kings, when ſhe was nigh me; 
In raptures I beheld her eyes, = 
Which cou'd but deny me. 


Shou'd I be call'd where cannons roar, 
Where mortal ſteel may wound me; 
Or caſt upon ſome foreign ſhore, 
Where dangers may ee me; 
Vet hopes again to ſee my love, 
1 To falt on glowing kiſſes, 
Shall make my care at diſtance more, 
In proſpect of ſuch bliffes. 


Tn all my ſoul there's not one place 

To let a rival enter; = 

Since ſhe excels in every grace, | 
In her my love ſhall ceuter. 


_ | Sooner the ſeas ſhall ceaſe to flow, 


Their waves the Alps to cover; 
| On Greenland's ice ſhall roſes grow, 
Before 1 ceaſe to love ber. 


Ihe next time I gang o'er the muir. 


She ſhall a lover find me; 
And that my faith is firm and pure, 
. --Tho* I left her behind me: 
„Then Hymen's ſacred bonds ſhall chain 
My heart to her fair boſom ; | 
There, while my being does remain, 


My love more freſa ſhail bloſtom. 


N ” 
: G 


ra - - ſhes. | Fair Bef - - fy. Bell 1 2 
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SONG IV. 
' BESSY BELL AND MARY GRAY. 


O = * | = and "by Gray, They 


= 2 


war” twa bonny . tc They biss 4 * 
* 
, i 8 


SS 
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bow'r on you burn brae, And theek'di it o'er wi” 


— — — a e 5 . a 1 
2 | 
. A * 
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loo'd yeſtreen, And thought I ne' er cou'd 85 3 


* 


L 


— 


her; 3 But Mary Gray's s twa * * een, rer N 
Ne 1 | F” 66 
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gar my fan- cy fal- ter. 
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Now Beſſy's hair's like a lint - tap; 
She ſmiles like a May morning, 
When Phcebus itarts frae 'I'hetis? lap, 

The hills with rays adorning: 
White is her neck, ſaft is her hand, 
Her waiſt and feet's fu? genty; 
With ilka grace ſhe can command ; 
Her lips, O vow! they're dainty. 
And Mary's locks are like a craw, 
Her een like diamonds glances; 
She's ay ſae clean, redd up, and braw, 
She kills whene'er ſhe dances : 
Blyth as a kid, with wit at will, 
She blooming, tight, and tall is; 
And guides her airs fae gracefu' ſtill, 


O j]ove, ſhe's like thy Pallus. 


Dear Beſſy Bell and Mary Cray, 
Ve unco ſar oppreſs us; 
Our fancies jee between you tway, 

Ye are fic bonny laſſes 
Waes me! for baith I canna get, 
To ane by law we're — "HS 
Then I'll draw cuts, and tak” my fate, 

And be with ane contented. 


SONG V. 


Fan 
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lake of gold ſhe's left me O! Andof 
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FOR LAKE OF GID. 


all that's dzar be - reſt me O! She me for- 
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gar - ter has more art, Than youth, a 


_—_— - . 4 
— eets ai. ed 


e heart, for emp- iy 
ee, 2” R 
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DH ow ſhe's left me O! 


No cruel fair ſhall ever move 

My injur'd heart again to love; 
T brough diſtant climates I muſt rove, 
Since Jeany ſhe has left me. 

Ye pow'rs above, I to your care f 1 
Give up my charming lovely fair; = 
Your choiceſt bleſſings be her ſhare, Y 

Tho? ſhe's for ever r 1 t me. 
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SONG VI. J 
AULD ROBIN GRAY. #* 


* loo'd 1 me wel, and he ſought me for his 


But ſaving | a crown, he had nacthing beſide ; 
To make that crown a pound, my Jamie went to ſea, 
And the crown and the pound were baith for me. 


He hadna' been awa? a week but only twa, 55 

When my mither ſhe fell ſick, and the cow was ſtown'n 
awa” 

My father brake his arm, and my Jamic at the "Th 

AS auld Robin Gray came a-courting me. 


en > 4 


33 
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My father cou'dna' wirk, and my mither coo tne? ſpin, 
I toiPd day and night, but their bread 1 cou'dna” win; 3 
Auld Rob maintain'd them baith, and wi' tears in his ec', 
Said, Jenny, for their fakes, O marry me. 


My heart it ſaid na', I look'd for Jamie back, 

But the wind it blew high, and the ſhip it was a wreck; 
The ſhip it was a wreck, why didna* Jenny * 

And why do I live to cry, Waes me! | 


Auld Robin argu'd ſair, tho? my mither didna- ik, 
She look'd in my face, till my heart was like to break; 

So they gied him my hand, tho” my heart was in the fea 
And auld Robin Gray is gudeman to me. 


I hadna' been a wife a week but only four, 
When, fitting ſae mourntully at the door, 
I ſaw my Jamie's wreath, but didna” think it he, 
Till he ſaid, I'm come back for to marry thee. 


O ſair did we greet, and muckle did we fay, 
We took but ae kiſs, and we tore ourſelves away; 
I wiſh I were dead, but Pm no like hoy die, 

And why do I live to ſay, Waes me! 


I gang like a ghaiſt, and carena' to ſpin, 

I darena think on Jamie, for that wou'd be a ſin; 
But I'll do my belt, a gude wife to be, 8 

For auld Robin Gray 1s kind to me. 


n 


12 THE MUSICAL 


ones 
THE VICAR AND MOSES. 


Lend 


* courſe, Each night took his pipe and his pot, Oer a 


| jorum of nappy, * pleaſant and happy, Was 


———Þr——n-—qp TT 
KEE MA — — 2 
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1 this canonical ſot. Tot de "ou de * - 


. — 


: = 


i af 4 5 dal. - 


The evening was 4 when in came the clark, 
With reverence due gh ſubmiſſion ; = 

Firſt ſtrok' d his cravat, then twirl'd round his hat, 

And bowing, preferr'd his petition. 


I'm come, Sir, ſays he, to beg look, d'ye ſee, 

Of your reverend worſhip and glory, . | 

| To inter a poor baby, with as much ſpeed as may hs 
And I'll walk with the lanthorn before you. 
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| The body wel bury, but pray where's the hurry? 
Why Lord, Sir, the corpſe it does ſtay : 
You fool hold your peace, lince miracles'ceaſe, 

A corple, Moſes, cau't run away. ; 


Then Moſes he ſmil'd, faying, Sir, a ſmall child 
Cannot long delay your intentions; 
Why that's true, by St Paul, a child that is ſmall, 


Can never enlarge it's dimenſions. 


Bring Moſes ſome beer, and bring me ſome, a ye hear, 
L hate to be call'd from my liquor: | 
Come, Moſes, The King, 'tis a feardalous thing, ; 
Zauch a ſubject ſhould be but a Vicar. | 


Then Moſes he ſpoke, Sir *tis paſt twelve o clock, 
Beſides there's a terrible ſhower ; 

Why Moſes, you elf, ſince the clock has truck twelve, 
© 0 ſure it can never ſtrike more. 


Beſides, my dear friend, this leſſon attend, 
Which to ſay and to ſwear I'll be bold, 
That the corpſe, ſnow or rain, can't endanger, that” splain, | 

But perhaps you or I may take cold. 


Then Moſes went on, Sir the clock has ſtruck one, 
Pray maſter look up at the hand; | 

Why it ne'er can ftrike leſs, tis a folly to pref 

A. man for to go that can't ſtand. 


At length, hat and cloak old Orthodox took, 
But firlt cram'd his jaw with a quid; 

Each tipt off a'gill, for fear they ſhould chill, 
And then ſtagger d away fide by fide. 


When come to the grave, the clerk hum'd a ſtave, | 
Whilſt the ſurplice was wrapt round the Priett ; 

| Where ſo droll was the figure of Moſes and Vicar, 
That the pariſh ſtill talk of the * 
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Good people, let's pray, put the corpſe t 'other —_— 
Or perchance I ſhall over it fumble; _ 
Tis beſt to take care, tho' the ſages declare, 

A mortuum caput can't tremble. 


- Woman that's born of a man, that” 5 wrong, the leaf s 
torn; 
O man, that is born * a woman, 
Can: t continue an hour, but is cut down like a flow r; 
Lou ſee, Moſes, death ſpureth no man. 


| "When, Moſes; do look, what a confounded book, 
Sure the letters are turn'd uptide down. | 
Such a ſcandalous print, ſure the devil is in't, 
That this Baſket ſhovld print for the Crown. 


Prithee, Moſes, you reud, ſor I cannot proceed, 
And bury the corpſe in my ttead. 

Amen. Amen. . | 5 — 

Why, Moſes, your're wrong, pray beld ſtill your tongue, 

You ve taken the tail for the head. 


O where's thy fling, Death! pat the aki in «the earth, 
Tor, believe me, tis terrible weather. 
90 the corpſe was interr'd, without praying a word. 
And away they both Ty Zger'd together, 
Singing 7% de rol de rol ti del di ol. 
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SONG VIIL 
ON ETRICK BANKS. 
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met my laſſie braw and tight, Came 
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| My heart grew 
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ran, I flang My. arms abo 


S 


_ 


ut her 


{ | 


r. . T 


* 


2 — 


E — — 


lang, My words they were na 


— 


FI 


. 


= 


Þ ij 


lil - - ly neck, And kiſs'd and clap'd her there fu” 


mony feck. 
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I ſaid, My laſſie, will ye go 


To the Highland hills, the Earſe to learn, 
II baith gre thee a cow and ew, 8 


When ye come to the brigg of Earn. 
At Leith auld meal comes in, ne'er faſn, 
And herrings at the Broomiclaw. 
Chear up your heart, my bonny laſs, 
There's gear to win we never ſaw. 


All day when we have wrought enough, 
| _ When winter, froſts and ſnaw begin, 
Soon as the ſun gaes weſt the loch, 
At night when ye fit down to ſpin, 
I' ferew my pipes and play a ſpring : 
And thus the weary night we'll end, 
Till the tender kid and Jamb-time bring 
Our pleaſant ſummer back again. 


Syne when the trees are in their bloom, 
And gowans glent o'er ilka field, 
II meet my laſs amang the broom, _ 
And lead you to my ſummer ſhield. 
Then far frae a' their ſcornfu din, | 


That make the kindly hearts their ſport 
We'll laugh and &ifs, and dance and fing, 


And gar the largeſt day ſeem ſhort. 
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SONG E. 
HERE AWA, THERE AWA. 
Plainti | 3 | | 
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1 awa, there awa, here awa, Willie; 
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Fin. 


Through the lang muir I have follow'd my Willie, 
I Phrough the lang muir J have folow'd him hame, 


 Whate'er betide us, nought ſhall divide us; 
Lore now rewards all my ſorrow and pain. 


Here awa, there awa, here awa, Willic ; ; 
Here awa, there awa, here awa hame ; 
Gome love, believe me, nacthing can grieve me, 


Ika thing pleaſes white Will's at hame. 


TRY 
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SONG X. 


YE LADS OF TRUE SPIRIT. 
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ds of true * pay, 5 courtſhip to claret, Re- 


— from the rrouble of thinking, fool long a- 
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go faid we | nothing could know; The fellow knew 
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* 1 nothing of drinking. To pore over Flite, or 
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Mile, And live by the leſſons of ee 
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: Big-wig'd, in "x coach, ſee the doctor approach; 
He ſolemnly up the ſtair paces; 
Looks grave—ſmells his cane—applies finger to vein, 
And counts the repeats with grimaces. 
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As he holds pen in hand, life and death are at tand | 


A. toſs up which party ſhall take us. 
Away with ſuch cant—no * reſcription we want 
But the nouriſhing noftrum of Bacchus. 


We jollily join in the practice of wine, 
While miſers *midft plenty are pining 


While ladies are ſcorning, and lovers are mourning, 


We laugh at wealth, 2 and e. 0 
ime, 


Drink, drink, now ' tis prime; to 


8 a bottle to 
He'll not make ſuch haite to o'ertake us; 


His threats we prevent, and his cracks we cement, 


By the ſtypticy! balſam of Bacchus. 


What work is there made, by the newſpaper-trade, | 


Ot this man's and t'other man's ation! 


The i inns are all bad, ard the outs are all mad ; 


In and out is the cry of the nation. 


The poktic patter which both parties chatter 


From bumpering freely ſhan't ſhake us; 


With half-pints in hand, independent we'll ſtand | 


To defend Magna Charta of Bacchus. 


Be your motion's well - tim'd; be all eharg'd and all prim "a 


Have a care—right and lefr—and make ready. 


Right hand to glaſs join—at your lips relt your wine; 


Be all in your excrcife ſteady. 
Our levels we boaſt when our women we toaſt ; 
May „ they undertake us! 


| No more we deſire — ſo drink and give fire, 


A volley to bana and * 
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SONG XI. 
FOR ME MY FAIR. 


For me my fair a wreath has wove, where rival 
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flow'rs in union meet, where rival flow'rs in union 
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— As oft ſhe kiſs'd this gift 0 love, 5 1 


breath gave ſweetneſs to >the feet, as oft ſhe kiſs'd the 
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| gift of love, her breath gave ſweetneſs to the ſweet, | 


a 3 
ber breath gave ſweetneſs to the ſweet. 


—— — 2 — 2 
1 ou - 


— 


MISCELLANY. 


A bee within a damaſk roſe ; 
Had crept, the nectar'd dew to ſip, 


But leſſer ſweets the thief forgoes, 


And fixes on Louiſa's lip. 


There taſting all the bloom of ſpring, 


Wak'd by the rip'ning breath of May, 
Th' ungrateful ſpoiler left his ſting, _ 
And with the honey fled away. 
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SONG XI. 
TO ANACREON IN HEAVEN. 
. —˙ . 


— 


——ä— ͥ— = 


_ — EOIOnIny | 
their inſpirer and | patron would be; When this | 
x 
anſwer arriv'd from the jolly old Grecian—Voice | 
e 
| — FE = - 
 — x 
_ fiddle, and date, No longer de mute, oy ny 5 
2 — — : 
WT — —— . 
you my name and inſpire you to boot; And Ow 5 


© 


GE VET 5 8 
; + mp Pt <= ES 


I'll inftru& you like me to intwine The . of 


| - 5 , 8 — — . - * / e 


4 
| 


* l 1 p yl 8 


- 64 The myrtle of Venus with Bacchus's vine.“ 
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Venus with * vine. - Add be wakes ders 77 
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The news throngh Olympus immediately flew ; ; 
When old Thunder pretended to give himfelf airg— 


If theſe mortals are ſuffer'd their ſcheme to purſue; 


The devil a goddeſs will ſtay above ſtairs. 
Hark! already they cry, — 
In tranſports of joy, | F 
60 Away to the ſons of Anacreon we'll Ai, 


„ And there, with good ftellovs, we'll learn to intwine 
+ The myrtle of Venus with Bacchus's vine. 


| @ 1 The yellow. hair d God 5 his nine fuſty maids, 


„ From Helicon's banks will incontinent flee, 
4 Idalia will boaſt but of tenantleſs ſhades, 
« And the bi-forked hill a mere deſart will be. 
„% My thunder, no fear on't, 
% Shall ſoon do it's errand, | 
And, dam'me! I'll ſwinge the ringleaders, I warrant, | 
« I'll trim the young dogs, "Tor thus daping to twine 


Apollo roſe up and ſaid, „ Pr ythee ne'er quarrel, ; | 
Good king of the Gods, with my vot'ries below: 

«© Your thunder is uſeleſs*—then, ſhewing his laurcl, | 
Cry'd, & Sic evitabile ſulmen, you know ! * 


24 THE MUSICAL 


Then over each head 
«© My laurels Pll ſpread ; 
So my ſons from your crakersnomiſchiefſhall dread, 


„ Whilſt ſaug in their club-room, they jovially ty i ine 
_« The myrtle of Venus with Bacchus's vine. 


Next Momus got up, with his riſible phiz, 


And ſwore with Apollo he'd chearfully join— 


The tide of full harmony ſtill ſhall be his, 


But theſong,andthecatch,andthelaugh ATT mine. 
„Then, ſove, be not jealous 8 
„ Of theſe honeſt fellows.“ 
Cry'd Jove, © Werelent, ſinee the truth you now tell us; 


% And ſwear, by old Styx, that they long ſhall int w ine 


„The myrtle of Venus with Bacchus's vine.“ 


Ye ſons of Anacreon, then, + Jon hand in hand ; 7 


Preſerve unanimity, friendſhip, and love; 


Tis your's to ſupport what's ſo happily plann'd ; 


You've the ſanction of Gods, and the hat * Jose. 
While thus we agree, 
Our toaſt let it be. 
May our club flouriſh happy, united, and free ; 
And long may the ſons of Anacreon intwine 
The my rtle of Venus with Bacchus's vine. 
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SONG XIII. 
) SAW YE MY FATHER. 
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e mother, 77 law * To my e love 1 | 


Up Johnny roſe, and to the door he goes, 


| Your neck ſhall be like the f beaten gold, 


The cock prov'd falſe, and untrue he was, 
For he crew an hour o'er ſoon. | | 
The laſſie thought it day when ſhe ſent her ons away, 
And it was but a blink 5 the moon. 5 


11111 


1 mother, But I ſaw your true love John. = 


And gently tirled the pin. 
The laſſie taking tent, unto the door ſhe went, 
And ſhe open'd and let him in. 


Flee up, flee up, my bonny grey mt, 
And craw when it is day 


And your wings of the ſilver grey. 
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N SONG XIV. 
KATHARINE OGIE. 
err — N. 
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hanc'd to meet a. 'pret - ＋ maid, She — 


name, Sweet Sir, ſhe ſaid, 


— 


| 
4 | Katharine Ogie. 


1 flood a while, and did admire, 
To ſce a ny mph ſo ſtately; 
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So briſk an air there did appear 
In a country-maid ſo neatly ? 
Such natural fweetneſs ſhe diſplay'd, 
Like a lillie in a boggie. . 
Diana's ſelf was ne'er array'd. 


| Like this ſame Katharine Ogie. 
The flow'r of females, beauty's queen, 


Who ſees thee, ſure muſt prize thee; 
'Though thou art dreſs'd in robes but mean, 


| _ Yet theſe cannot diſguiſe thee; 
Thy handſome air, and graceful look, 
Far excels any clowniſh rogie; 


Thou'rt match for laird, or lord, or duke, 


My charming Katharine Ogie. 


O vere I but forme ſhepherd forain 2 
To feed my flock beſide thee, 
At bughting-time to leave the — . 
In milking to abide thee; 8 
I'd think myſelf a happier man. 
With Kate, my club, and dogie, 
Than he that hugs his thouſands ten, 
Had I but Katharine Ogie. 


Then I'd deſpiſe th' imperial throne, 
And ftateſmens dangerous ftations : 
d be no king, I'd wear no crown, 
I'd ſmile at conqu'ring nations: 
Might I careſs and ftill poſſeſs 
This laſs of whom I'm vogie, 
For theſe are toys, and {till look leſs, 
Compar'd with Katharine Ogie. 


But I fear the gods have not decreed 
For me fo fine a creature, 
Whoſe beauty rare makes her exceed 
All other works in nature. 
Clouds of deſpair ſurround my love, 
That are both dark and foggy : 
Pity my caſe ye powers above, 
Me I die for Katharine Opie. 


| = Be ſure ye dinna quit the grip Of ilka 5 
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vi - tals nip, And lay ye twafald o'er a rung. 


Sweet youth's a blyth and hea rtſome time; 
Then, lads and laſſes, while tis May, 


Gae pu the gowan in it's prime, 


Before it wither and decay. 
| | C j 
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Watch the ſaft minutes of delyte, 4 
When Jenny ſpeaks beneath her breath, [1 
And kiſſes, laying a' the wyte } 
On you, if ſhe kepp ony tkaith. 


Haith ye're ill-bred, ſhe'll ſmiling ſay, 
Ye'll worry me, ye greedy rook: 
Syne frae your arms ſhe'll rin away, 
And hid herſelf in ſome dark nook. 
Her laugh will lead you to the place, 
WMbere lies the happineſs ye want, 
And plainly tell you to your face, 
Nineteen na- ſays are ha'f a grant. 
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Now to her heaving boſom cling, 
And ſweet! nooks for a kiſs: 
Frae her fair Leer whoop a ring, 
As taiken of a future bliſs. 
Theſe benniſons, I'm very ſure,\ 
Are of the gods indulgent grant : 
Then, furly carls, whiſht, forbear | 
To plague us with your whining cant. 1 
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SONG XVI. 
FILL YOUR GLASSES. 
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heart at reſt; Of a bad market make the beſt. 


Buſy wks we know, alas! 
With imaginations rue 3. - 
Like the ſands i” th' hour- glaſs, 
Turn'd and turn'd, and {till run on, 


Never knowing whine to ſtay, 


But uneaſy ev'ry way. 
Drink, and ſet the heart at reſt ; 
Peace of mind is alw ays beſt, 
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: Some purſue the winged wealth, 


Some to honours high aſpire : 
Give me freedom, give me health 3 

There's the ſum of my deſire. 
What the world can more preſent 
Will not add to my content, 
Drink, and ſet the heart at reſt; 


Peace of mind is always beſt. 


Mirth, when mingled with our wine, 
Make the heart alert and free; 


Should it ſnow; or rain, or ſhine, 


Still the ſame thing 'tis with me. 


There's no fence againſt. our fate; 


Changes _ on us wait. 
e 


Drink, and fet your hearts at reſt ; 
Of a bad market make the beſt. 
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SONG XVI. 
EW-BUGHTS MARION. 
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Win | ed go to * ew bughts Marion, And 


1 ſweet, my Marion, But nae half ſae Tweet | 


| nae half ſae R ſweet as thee. 

| O Marion's a bonny laſs, 

| And the blyth blinks 3 in her ee?; 

| And fain wad I marry Marion, 

Gin Marion wad marry me. 

5 There's goud in your garters, Marion, 
And ſilk on your white hauſs- bane; ; 
5 Tu: fain wad I kiſs my Marion, 


Ate 'en when I come hame. 
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I've nine miks ewes, my Marion; 
A cow and a brawny quey, 
I' gre them a' to my Marion; 


Juſt on her bridal-day ; 
And ye's get a green fey apron, 


And waltecoat of the London brown, | 


And vow but ye will be vap'ring, 
 Wheac'er ye gang to the town. 


I'm young and ſtout, my Marion; 
Nane dances like me on the green: 
And gin ye forſake me, Marion, 
II een draw up wi' Jean; 


Zae put on your pearlins, Marion, 
And kyrtle of the cramaſie ! 
And foon as my chin has nae hair on, 

1 ſhall come weſt, and fee ye. 
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SONG XVIII. 


HUNTING THE HARE. 


What won can compare, to the hunting © of . | 
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| hare, In the morning, In the morning, In fair and 
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pleaſant weather With our horſes and our hounds, 


ond ns 3 
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we will ſcour o'er the grounds, and Tan-ta- -ra, Huz- 
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za, and Tan-ta-ra, Huz-za and Tan-ta- ra, Huz- 


za, brave boys 1 we will follow. 


When poor puſs doth riſe, 
Then away from us ſhe flies, 
And we give her a thundering hollow, 
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With our-horſes and aur hounds 
We will 2 her courage down, 


N And Tantara, Huzza, brave boys we will follow. | 


When poor puls is kill'd 
Me. retire from the field, 
To be merry boys, and drink away all ſorrow, 
We have nothing more to 25 36 
But to drown old father Care, | | 
And to baniſh, — all his wants till to-morrow. 
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SONG XIX. 
HRK AWAY. «© 
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and following ſo frohc and free. Our Joys | 


: ers all up with the mars, To the hills and the woodlands 


cer, To unharbour the out lying deer And 
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Round the woods when we beat how we glow, | 
While the hills they all echo Hollow! 

With a bounce from his cover the ſtay flies, 
Then our ſhouts long reſound thro?” the ſkies. 
Chorus. And all the day long, & c. 


When we ſweep o'er the valleys, or RY 
Vp the health breathing mountain ſublime, 
* joy from our labours we feel, 

Which alone they who taſte can reveal. 


Chorus. And all Tithe day long, . 
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' CONTENTED I AM. 


: —— 1 — 


— — a „ 


Tt . = 


Contented I am, and contented I'll be, For what can 


this works more * Than a * who will . 
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ſit on my knee, And a cellar with liquor well : 
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ſtor'd, My brave bo s, Anda cellar 
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* vaule door is open, deſcend and i improve ; 3 


hat caſk, fir, ay, that we will 4 
'Tis as rich to the talte as the lips of your love, 
And as bright as her cheeks to the eye. 


In a piece of ſlit hoop ſee my candle is ſtuck ; 
„Twill light us the bottle to hand, 


The foot of my glaſs for the E oſe I broke, a 


For I hate that a bumper ſtand. 


Sound theſe pi . they re in tune; ſearchthe biss eye | 


well 
View that heap of old hock in the rear. 
Yon bottles are Burgundy ;. mark how — re pid, 
Like artillery, tier over tier. 


My cellar's my camp; my ſoldiers my lake, 


All gloriouſly rang'd in review; 
When I caft my eyes round, I conſider my cake 
As kingdoms I've yet to ſubdue.. e 


* N 


Like Macedon's madman, n my glaſs PI enjoy, 


Defying hyp, gravel, or wb. 4 ; 
He cry'd Ss bs had no more worlds to deſtroy: 
I'll weep when my liquor is out. 


is my will, when I die not a tear ſhall be ſhed, 
No mic jacr be cut on my ſtone ; 

But pour on my coffin a bottle of red, 
And ſay that his drinking is . 
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r 
THE HOUNDS ARE ALL OUT. 
To the foregoing Tune. 


"Pr hounds are all out and the morning does peeps 


Why how now yon ſluggardly ſot! 

How can you, how can. you lie 2 a- aſleep, | 

| While we all on horſeback have got my brave boy. 
Wille we all on horſeback have got. 


I cannot get up, for the over night” s cup, 
3io terribly hes in my head, 

Beſides my wife cries, my dear do not riſe, 
But cuddle me longer a- bed my dear boy. 
But cuddle me looger a- bed. 


Come on with your boots, and ſaddle your mare, 

Nor tire us with your longer delay, 

The cry of the hounds, and the ſight of the hare, 

i il chaſe all our vapours away my brave boy 8. 
Will chaſe all our VAROUrS away. | 
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' COME, COME, MY JOLLY LADS. . 
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Come come, m jolly lads the wind's abaft, briſk 
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we'll drink and ſing while foaming billows roll. 
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Tho' to the Spaniſh coaſt 
We're bound to ſteer, | 
We'll ſtill our rights maintain, | 
Then bear a hand, be — . 
_ Soon we'll fee 
Old England once again: 
From ſhore to ſhore, 
While cannons roar, 
Our tars ſhall ſhow r 
The baughty foe, | 
Britannia rules the main. 


Then ſling the flowing bow!, 
Fond hopes ariſe 
The girls we prize 
Shall bleſs each jovial foul : 
The cann boys bring, 
We'll drink and ſing, 
Wnile foaming billows roll. 


Cho. Then fling ihe, Sc. 
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SONG XXII. 


LOCHABER NO MORE. 


Farewell to Lochaber! 7 and, farewell my | 
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attending on weir; Tho' bore on rough ſeas to 
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„ Fs — 
a far bloody ſhar © May be to re-turn to 


Lochaber nd more. 


Tho? hurricanes rife, and riſe every wind, 
They'll ne'er make a tempeſt, like that in my mind: 
Tho? loudeſt of thunders cn lyuder waves roar, 
That's nacthing like leaving my love on the ſhore. 
To leave thee behind me, my heart is fair pain'd, 
By eaſe that's inglorious, no fame can be gain'd. 


And beauty and love's the reward of the brave : 


And [ muft deſerva it, dein L can cravxe. 


Then 8 my Jeany, maun plead my excuſe, 
Since honour commands me, how can I refuſe ? 
Without it I ne'er can have merit for thee, 

And without thy favour I d better not be. 

1 gae then, my laſs, to win honour and fame. 
And if I ſhould luck to come gloriouſly hame. 

I'll bring a heart to thee with love running o'er, 
And thea IN leave thee and Lochaber ao more. 
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I 
WHEN I WAS A YOUNG ONE. 


. #6. 4 


When TI was a young one, what girlwas like me, So 
8 1 NK. 3 . ĩ a 
wanton, ſo airy, and briſk as a bee, I tattl'd * 


I rambl'd, I laugb'd, and where &er a fiddle was 
——ů— — 


heard, to be ſure, I was there. 


To all that come near I had ſomething to ſay, 

Twas this Sir, and that Sir! but ſcarce ever nay, 

And Sundays dreſt out in my filks and my lace, 
I warrant I ſtood by the belt in the place. 


At twenty, I got me a huſband—poor man! 
Well reft him—we all are as good as we can ; 
Yet he was ſo peeviſh, he'd quarrel for ſtraws, 
And jealous—tho? truly I gave him ſome cauſe. 


He ſnub'd me and huff d me—but let me alone, 
Egad I've a tongue—and I paid him his own ; 7 
Loe wives take the hint and when ſpoufe is untowr'd, 
Stand firm to our charter—and have the laſt word. 
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But now I'm quite alter'd, the more to my woe, 

I'm not what I was forty ſummers ago; 6 

This Time's a ſore foe, there's no ſhunniog his dart ; 
However TI keep up a pretty good heart. 


Grown old, yet I hate to be fitting mum chance, 
I ſtill love a — tho' unable to dance. 


And, books of devotion laid by on the ſhelf, 
"I * that to others—1 once e did * 


"4 7 9. 


4 
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SONG XXV. 
THE WOMEN ALL TELL ME. 


F — 4 
The women all tell me I'm — to my laſs; That L 


—— | * 0 
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quit my poor Chloe, and ſtick to my glaſs. But to 
— IT DOI" | | 


— 


. you, men of reaſon, my reaſons I'll own; And if you | 


— — 22 


— 


l don't t like them, why let them 5g pas 


gary 


5 Although 1 "PER left her, the trath ru a 3 
I believe ſhe was good, and I'm ſure ſhe was fiir; ; 


But goodneſs and charms in a bumper I ſee 
That make it as good and as charming as ſhe. 


My Chloe had dimples and ſmiles, I muſt own ; 
But, though ſhe could ſmile, yet in truth ſhe could fromn; 


Bat tell me, ye lovers of liquor divine, 
Did you e'er fee a frown in a bumper of wine ? 


Her Lilies and roſes were juſt in their prime 3 
Vet lillies and roſes are conquer'd by time: 


But, in wine, from it's age ſuch beneſit flows, 


Tat we like 1 it the better the older i it grows. | 


3 


_— 


Ft 


They tell me my love would in time have been cloy'd, 


Perhaps, like her ſex, ever falſe to their word, 
She has left me—to get an eſtate, or a lord; 
But my bumpers (regarding nor titles nor pelf) 


She's rid © 


Should you doubt what I ſay, take a bumper and try. 
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And that beauty's inſipid when once *tis enjoy'd 
But in wine I both time and enjoyment defy, 
For, the longer I drink, the more thirſty am I. 


Let murder:, and battles, and hiſtory, prove _ | i 
The miſchiefs that wait upon rivals in lovey F 


But in drinking, thank heav'n, no rival contends, 
For, the more we love liquor, the more we are friends. 


| She too might have poiſon'd the joy of my life, | 


With nurſes, and babies, and ſqualling and ſtrife; 


But my wine neither nurſes or babies can bring, 


And a big-bellicd bottle's a mighty good thing. 


We ſhorten our days when with love we engage; 


It brings on diſeaſes and haſtens old age: 


But wine from grim death can it's votaries fave. _ 
And keep out t'other leg when there's one in the grave. 


Will {ſtand by me when I can't ſtand by myſelf. 


Then let my dear Chloe no longer complain: 
her lover, and I of my pain; 5 
For in wine, mighty wine, many comforts I fpy.— _ 


—_— _ 


| 


© * 
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* 
* 
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SONG XXVI. 
LET A SET OF SOBER ASSES. 


1 +3 


Let a ſet of bet aſſes Rail againſt the joys of 
„ 


. 


— —  — —_— 
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8 While water, tea, And milk agree To 


2 —— — 3 
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; tet cold brains a thinking. Power & wealth, Peay, 
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eek ith, Wit, and mirth, in wine are cromn'd. Joy a- 


: * 
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round. 


The ancieat ſects on happineſs 
All differ'd in opinion; 
But wiſer rules 
Of Modern ſchools 
In wine fix lier dominion. 
Power aud wealth, c. 


= 
4 


had 
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Wine gives the lover vigour, 
Makes glow the 4 of beauty ; ; 
Makes poets write, | 
And ſoldiers fight, 
And friendſhip do it's duty. 
Power and wealth, Oc. 


Wine was the only Helicon 
| Whence poets are long-liv'd ſo; 
Twas no other main 
Than briſk champaign 
Whence Venus was deriv'd too. 
Power and wealth, c. 


When heaven in Pandora's box 
All kind of ill had ſent us, 
In a merry mood 
A bottle of good 
Was cork'd up to content us. 
| Power and wealth, Se. 


= All virtues wine is nurſe to, 

Of ev'ry vice deſtroyer ; 
Give dullards wit, | 

| Makes juſt the cit, | 

Truth forces from the lawyer. 

Power and wealth, c, 


Wine ſets our joys a-flowing, 
Qur care and forrow — 
Who rails at the bowl, 
Is a Turk in's ſoul, 5 
And a Chriſtian ne'er ſhould own him. 
Power and wealth, Oc. 


. —I- 
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1 
. * 


| 
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SONG XXVII. 
WHEN WARS ALARMS. 


BY be — 2 ? 0 ; 
— - £ — — 5 
When wars alarms entic'd my Willy from me, 
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of * * — 
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My poor heart with grief did figh, Each fond re- 


— 
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yet the morn was nigh. No other could * * 


® 
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nis bond t OW Which drove him * Ania the rage 


—. 


of war, Ad left ly me thus to bewail. 
e 


P i, mma _—— 
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. Shall longer WP" me from my dear. 
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But I no longer, tho” a maid forſaken, 
Thus will mourn like vonder dove, 
For, ere the lark to-morrow ſhall awaken. 
I will feek my abſent love ; 
The hoſtile country over 
"Vl fly to ſeek my lover, 

— ev'ry threat' ning fear ; ; 
Nor diſtant ſhore, e 


Nor cannon's roar, 


2 
| | 


Os ns... _ 
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SONG XXVII. 
DEAR TOM. 
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Dear Tom, this brown jug, that now foams with 
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"IN vale), Was ence Toby Filpot, a thirſty old foul As 
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&er drank a bottle or fathom'd a bowl. In boezing about 


_ *twas his praiſe to excel, And among jolly topers he 


— — — 


r > 


bore off the bell, FF - 3 „ 8 


* ꝙ— — — —— ͤ— 
* — — 
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he bore off the bell. 


E ii 


— E 43 


54 THE MUSICAL 


It chanc'd as in dog-days he fat at his eaſe, 

In his flow'r-woven arbour, as gay as you pleaſe, 
With a friend and a pipe puffing ſorrow away, 
And with honeſt old ſtingo was ſoaking his clay, 
His breath-doors of life on a ſudden were ſhut. 
And he dy'd full as big as a Dorcheſter butt. 


His body, when long in the ground it had lain, 
And time into clay had reſolv'd it again, 
A potter found out in it's covert ſo ſnug, 


And with part of fat Toby he form'd this brown jug. 


Now facred to friendſhip, to mirth, and mild ale; 
Zo here's to my lovely {weet Nan of the vale. 


* 
* 
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1 HAPPY DICK. 
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Whence comes it, neighbour Dick, That you with 


A Sl EA © 
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2 
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youth uncommon, Have ſerv'd the girls this tri - - - - 


— 


RY 
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„„ - - ck, And wedded an old wo - - man? | 


$a 


En Dick! 


b i Each belle condemns the choice 


r ® 


But we, your friends, rejoice, 
That you have judg'd ſo _ 
Happy Dick! 


Though odd to ſome it ſounds, 
That on threeſcore you ventur'd, 
Yet in ten thouſand pounds 


Of a youth ſo gay and fprightly ; 


Ten thouſand charms are center'd : 


Happy Dick! 


Beauty, we know will fade, 
J As doch the ſhort liv'd flower; 
V Nor can the faireſt maid 
inſure her bloom an hour: 


Flappy Dick! 


4 
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Th-n ikedy 3 you reſign, 

For ſixty, charms ſo tranſient ; 
As the curious value coin 
The more for being ancient: 


Hap PY Dick! . 


With joy your ſpouſe ſhall ſee 

The fading beautics round her, 
And ſhe herſelf ſtill be 
The ſame that firſt vou ound ber: : 
| Herr Dick! | 


Oft is the married Rate 
With jcalouſies attended; 

And hence, through foul n | 
Are nuptial joys ; ſuſpended : 


Happy Di ck ? 


But you, with ſuch a wife, 
No jealous fears are under; 
She's yours alone, for life, 

Or much we all thall w onder : CE: 


£ Happy Dick! 


Her death would grieve yon thaw, 
© But let not that toi men you; 
My life ! ſhe'll fee fourfcore, 

If that will but coutent "= 
Happy Dick! 


On this you may rely, 

T7 the pains you took to win her, 
She'll ne'er in child- bed die, 

Ualeſs the d—l's in her: - 

Happy Dick! 


Some have the name of hell 
To matrimony given: 
How falſely you can tell, 

Who find it ſuch a heaven: 
Happy Dick ! 
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With you, each 27 and night 
Ils crown 'd with joy aud gladneſs; 

While envious virgins bite 
The heated ſheets for madneſs : 
Happy Dick! 


: With ſpouſe long ſhare the bliſs 

FV had miſg'd in any other; 
And when you've bury'd this, 

May you have tuck another : 


Happy Dick! 
Obſerving henee; by” you, 


In marriage ſuch decorum, 


Our wiſer youth ſhall do 
As you have done before em: 


x Happy Dick! 


SONG XXX. 


How NOW Ma DAM FLIRT. : 
To the foregoing Tune. : 


WII how now, madam Flirt; 
If you thus mult chatter, 


And are for flinging dirt, 
Let's try who beſt can ſpatter; 
Madam Flirt! 
Why how now, ſaucy jade ; ; 
Sure the winch is tipſy ! 
How can you fee me made 
The ſcoif of ſuch a gipſy ? 
TO Saucy Jade ? 
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SONG Al. 
_ SONGS OF SHEPHERDS. 
| Not too kast. 


Songs of hepherds in raitical roundelays, Form'd i in 
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; nymphs upon holidays, are too unworthy for wonderful | 


deeds. Settiſh Silenus to Phorbusthe genius Was ſent by 


| dame Venus, a ſong to prepare, In phraſe nicely 


a 


coin'd, and verſe quite refin'd, How the ſtates divine 


3 1 
RR 2 | 


fan- ey, and whiſtled on reeds, —_ to ſolace young 
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hunted the hare. 
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Stars quite tired with paſtimes Olympical. 
Stars and planets that beautiful ſhone, 
Could no longer endure that men only ſhould 
Revel in pleaſures, and they but look on. 
Round about horned Lucina they ſwarmed, 
And quickly inform'd her how minded they were, 
Each god and goddeſs to take human bodies, 
As lords and ladies, to follow the hare. 


Cuhaſte Diana applauded the motion, | 
And pale Proferpina ſat down in her place, 5 
To guide the welkin and govern the ocean, 
While Dian conducted her nephews in chace. 
By her example, their father to trample, 
The earth old and ample, they ſoon leave the air: 
Neptune the water, and wine Liber pater, 
And Mars the laughter, to follow the hare. 


Young god Cupid was mounted on Pegaſus, 
Borrow'd o' th' muſes with kiſſes and prayers ; ; 
Stern Alcides upon cloudy Caucaſus 
Mounted a centaur that proudly him bears. 
The poſtilion of the ſky, light-heel'd fir Mercury, 
Made his ſwift courſer fly fleet as the air; 
While tuneful Apollo the paſtime did follow,, 
To whoop and to hullow, boys, after the hare. 


Drowned Narciſſus, from his metamorphoſis 
Rous'd by Echo, new manhood did take. 
| Snoring Somnus upſtarted from Cim'ries : 
| Before for a thouſand years he did not wake. 
There was lame club-footed Mulciber booted; 
And Pan, too, promoted on Corydon's mare. 
Eolus flouted; with mirth Momus ſhouted; 
While wiſe Pallas pouted, yet follow'd the hare. 


Grave Hymen be! in lady Aſtre. 
The humour took hold of Latona the cold. 

Ceres the brown too, with bright Cytherea, 

And Thetis the wanton, Bellona the bold; 
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Shamefac'd Aurora with Fitty Pradocs, 

And Mataſfith Hora did company bear; 
But Juno was ſtated too high to be mated, 
Although, Sir, ſhe hated not hunting che hare. 


Three brown bowls of Olympical nectar 
The Troy-born boy now preſents on his * $ 


love to Phoebus caroules in nectar, 


And Phebus to Hermes, and Hermes to me: 
Wherewtih infuſed, I piped and muted, 


In language unuicd, their ſports to declare, 


Till thevaft houſe of Jovelikethe bright ipheres did move. 


Here's a health, then, to al that! love hunting the hare. 


— — 


— 


— 
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. SONG XXIII. 
THERE WAS A JOLLY MILLER. 


- There's was a a jolly miller once liv'd on the ri-ver 


„ 
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lc lark fo blithe as he. And this the © burden of 
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his ſong for e- ver us'd to be: I care for nobo- . 
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dy, no, not E if no- body cares for me. 


1. by my mill, God bleſs her ! he” 3 kindred, child, 


and wife; 


I would not change my ſtation for any ha in life. 
No lawyer, ſurgeon, or doctor, e er had à groat from me 


I care for nobody, no, not I, if nobody cares for me. 


When ſpring begins i it s merry career, oh! how his heart 


ows gay ! | 
Noſummer'sdrouthalarms his "LON nor winter's ſad decay, 
No foreſight marsthe miller's joy, who'swont to ſiug and ſay, 
Let others toil from year to year, I live from day to day. 


Thus, like the miller bold and free, let us rejoice and ſing: 


| The days of youth are made for glee, and time is on the | 


win 


This ſong ſhall paſs from me to thee, along this jovial ring : 


Let heart and voice and all _ to ſay long live the king. 
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SONG XXAXII. 
THE DUSKY NIGET. 
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The ne nigh rides en the 1 And uſhers 


in the morn, The hounds ali | 72 in 
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winds his horn. The huntfman winds his _ And 


—— 


a hunting we will go, "A hunting we will go, 


— 


— 
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A hunting we will go - - -, A hunting we will” 
4 


= - 


0 And a hunting we will go. 


A hunting we 
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will go - -» And hunting we will go - - -» A 


5 | hunting v we will ; 8 
The wife around her huſband es. | 


Her arms to make him ftay, 
My dear it rains, it hails, it blows, 
: You cannot hunt to-day. 

Vet a hunting, Oe. 


Sly Reynard now like lightning flies, 
And ſweeps acroſs the vale, 
But when the hounds too near he ſpies 
He drops his buſhy tail. 

Then a hunting, c. 


| Fond eccho ſeems to like the ſport, 
And join the jovial cry, | 
The woods and hills the ſound retorts 
And muſic kills the ſky, | 
When a hunting, Oc. 


At laſt his ſtrength to faintneſs worn, 
Poor Reynard ceaſes flight; 
Then hungry homeward we return 
To feaſt away the night. . 
And a drinking, c. 75 


Ve jovial hunters in the morn 
1 3 then for the chace. 
Riſe at the ſounding of the horn, 
And health with Tport embrace, 
When a hunting, Sc. 


Fi 
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SONG XXXIV. 
FATHER PAUL. 

Ts the foregoing Tune. 

WI. grare. Civines preach up dull rules 


| Aud moral wits refine, © 
"The precepts taught in human ſchools, 
Ihe precepts tanaht in hun. an ſchools, 
We Friars hold divine, 
We Friars hold divine. 
Here's a health to Father Paul, 
A health to Father Paul; 
For floxwing bonols inſpires the fouls 
Of jolly Friars 4 


"When 5 in the convent we're all met, 

We laugh, we joke, we ſing, 

Affairs divine, we ſoon forget, 

| Aﬀairs divine, we ſoon forget, 

Since Father Paul's our King, 

Since Father Paul's our King. 
Here's a health, Sc. 


_ Our beads _ croſs, we hold divine 
We pray with fervent zeal, 
To refy Bacchus god of vi ine, 
To roſy Bacchus god of wine, | 
M bo does each: joy reveal, i ONS 
Wo does each joy reveal, 


Here's a health, Sc. | „ | 


| Here' s abſolution you'll rece've, | 
You blue eye'd nuns ſo fair, 5 | 


And benediction we vill give, 
And benediction we will gire, 
So baniſh all your cares, 

So baniſh all your . 


Here” S.4 health, 


wi MISCELLANY. 


80 fill your bumpers ſons of mirth, 
Let Friars be the toaſt | 


bh Long may they all exiſt on earth, 
Long may they all exiſt on earth, 


And nuns their order boaſt, 
Aud nuns their order boaſt, 
| Here's a health, & c. 


SONG XXXV. 
WHAT 18˙ TO us. 
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What is't to us who guides the ſtate? Who's 
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out of favour, or who's great? Who are the 
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mini- 
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ſters or ſpies ? Who votes for places, or who 5 
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buys: Who are the mini - ſters or ſpies? Who 
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votes for places, or who buys? 
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The world will Rill be rul'd by Khaves, | 
And fools contending to be flares; 
. - Small things, my friend, ſerve to fur port 
Life, troubleſome at beſt, and ſort. 


Our youth runs back, occaſion flies, 
Grey hairs come on, and pleaſure dies; 


Who would the preſent bleſſing loſe 


For empire which he canrot ule ? 


Kind providence has us ſapply'd 
With what to others is deny'd ; 
Virtue which teaches to condemn 
And fcorn ill actions and ill men. 


Beneath this ba 8 fragrant ſhade, 

On beds of flow'rs ſupinely laid, 

Let's, then, all other cares remove, | 
And drink. and ling to thoſe we love. | 
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SONG XXXVI. 0 J. 
EV RY MAN TAKE HIS GLASS. © 


15 2 health to ourking; Many yearomay he rule 
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. health to all honeſt | men. 


tory nor hig Witht ꝛeir parties look big: '; | 
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Tis not owning a whimſical name 
That proves a man loyal and juſt : 


Let him fight for his country's fame; 


Be impartial at home, if in truſt. 


Tis this that proves him an honeſt foul: 
His health we'll drink in a brim- full bowl. 


Then let's leave off debate, 
No confuſion create: 


Here's. a health to all honeſt men. 
When a company's honeſtly met, 


With intent to be merry and gay, 


Their drooping ſpirits to whet, 


And drown the fatigues of the day,— 


What madneſs is it thus to diſpute, 


When neither fide can his man confute ? 
When you've faid what you dare, 
Vou're but juſt were you were. 


Here's a health to all honctt men. 


Then agree, ye true Britons, agree, 


And neer quarrel ab out a nick- name; 


Loet your enemies trembling ſee 

s That a Briton is always the ſame. : | 
For our king, our laws, our church, and right, 
Let's lay by all feuds and ſtraite unite ; 
Then who need care a lig . 


Who's a tory or whig? 


Here's a health te all honeſt men. 


SONG XXXVIL 
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YE BELLES AND YE FLIRTS. 
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V belles and ye flirts, Andye pert little things, 
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me from whence this in- decency ſprings, The ſexes 3 
W 1 
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at once to confound, What means the cock'd hat, 


and the maſculine air, With each motion deſign'd 
r 
to perplen, Bright eyes were l to lan- 
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geil not ſtare, And ſoftneſs the teſt of your ſex, dear 


— 


. girls, and ſoftneſs the teſt of your ſex. 


The girl who on 9 3 * ſupport, 
_ May call ev'ry art to her aid, 
The 5 diſplay'd, and the petticoat mort, 
Are famples ſhe yous of her ene 
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But you, on whom fortune indulgently ſmiles, 
And whom pride has preſerv'd from the ſnare, 
| Should flily attack ns with coyneſs and wiles, 
Not with open and inſolent ; airs, 
— . girls, not with, &e. 


5 The Venus, whoſe ſtatue delights all mankind, 
© Skrinks modeſtly back from the view, 
And kipdly ſhou'd (hom by the artiſt de{ign' d, 
Io ſerve as a model for you, 

Then learn with her beauties to copy her air, | 

Nor venture teo much to reveal, 
Our fancies will paint what you cover with care, 
And double each charm you concea!, 


Sweet girls, and double, Se 1 


The bluſhes of morn and the mildaeſs of May, 
Are charms which no art can procure, 

: Oh! be but yourſelves and our homage we'll pay, 
And your empire is ſolid and ſure, 
But if Amazon like, you attack your gallants, 

And put us in fear of our lives, 

| You may do very well for ſiſters and aunts, 

* * me you'l n never be wives, 


r 
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Poor girls, 3 me, OR 75 
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the roſy ri- ng morn, "At: e - choes thro” the 


8 ON G XXXVIII. 
| HARK! HARK! 


Hark! ark ! the j joy in- bi- - ring bon, Salutes 


©. 
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r ro] 
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dale And e - cho thro? the "le With 


gale = - = And ſnuff the fragrant 


gale. 
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Nor E nor hedges can impede, 
The briſk high-mettl'd ſtarting ſteed, 
I be jovial pack purſue; 
Like light'ning darting o'er the plains, 
The diſtant hills with ſpeed he gains, 
And ſees the game in view. 


Her path the timid hare forſakes, 

And to the copſe for ſhelter makes, 
There pants a while for breath; 
When now the noiſe alarms her ear, 
Her haunt's deſcry'd' her fate is near, 
She ſees aproaching death. 


Directed by the well-known breeze, 

The hounds their trembling victim ſeize, 

GBGhe faints, ſhe falls, ſhe dies; 

The diſtant courſers now come + . 
1 


And join the loud triumphant 


Till eccho rend the ſkies. 
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SONG XIX. 
TOorsALILS SHIVER IN THE WIND. 


The topfails ſhi - - ver 
* 1 — — 
\- aj — * f 

ſhe caſts to fea - - - But yet my ſoul, my 
3 3 1 


heart, my mind, are, Ma- ry, moor d with thee. 
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For tho? thy E bound a - far, il 
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love ſhall be his leading ſtar; For tho' thy A 
#5 
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1 I 
failor's bound a - - far, Still love ſhall be 


Ik 


/ 
is. 
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his lead -- ing flar, 
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Should landmen flatter when we? re — | 
O doubt their artful! tales; 
No gallant ſailor ever fail'd, | 
Ikf love breath'd conſtant gales: 
Thou art the compaſs of my ſoul 
Which ſteers my heart from pole to _ | 


Sirens in every port me meet, 
More fell than rocks or waves; 
| But ſuch as grace the Britiſh fleet, 
Are lovers and not ſlaves : 
No foes our courage ſhall ſubdue, 
3 we ve left our hearts with you, 


Tpheſe are our cares, but if you're 3 | 
We'll ſcorn the daſhing main, | 

The rocks, the billows, and the wind, 
The pow'r of France and Spain: 

Now England's glory refts with yon, 

Ven. Our ſacs are full, beet e Zul, Acieu ! 
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BANKS OF BANNA. 
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Shepherds I have * my * Have you ſeen wa, 
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Anna? Pride of ev'ry ſhady grove, Vpon the 
; # | 


3 F 2 . 2 2 „ 
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banks of — I for * pens — 
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5 near yon miſty mountain Left my flock, my pipe, 


Never ſhall I ſee ** more 
Datil her returning; 
All the joys of life are o'er, 
From glacdnefs chang'd to mourning, 
Whither is my charmer flown ? 
Shepherds tell me whither? 
Ah, woe for me, perhaps ſhe's gone 
For ever and for ever. 
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80NG XII. 
ALL IN THE DOWNS. 
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me, ie, ye joral failors, teln me true, If my ſweet | | 
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William, if my ſweet Willi am, fails a - mong . 


ycur crew. 
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William, who high upon the yard, 

Rock d with the blows to and fro, 
Soon as her well known voice he heard, 

He ſigh'd and caſt his eyes below: | 
The cord glides ſwiftly thro' his glowing hands, 


And qu ms light'ning on the deck he ſtands. 


et lark, high pois'd in air, 
loſe his pinions to his breaſt, 
Ie ct * mate's ſhrill call he hear, 
A * rops at once into her neſt, 
The noBleſt captain in the Britiſh fleet, 
— ehvy William“ 8 lips thoſe * ſweet. : 


0 Suſan, "LS lovely dear, 
My vows ſhall ever true remain; 
Let me kiſs off that ſalling tear, 
WMe only part to meet again, 
Change as ye liſt, ye winds, my heart ſhall be, 
—: Faithful compaſs that {till points to thee. 


Believe not what the landmen ſay, 
Who tempt with doubts thy — mind, | 

They'll tell thee ſailors when — 
In ev'ry port a miſtreſs find; 

Yes, yes, believe them when they tell theg ſo, | 
For thou art preſent whereſoe er I go. 


II to far India's coaſt we ſail, 5 
Thy eyes are ſeen in diamonds bright, 
Thy breath is Africk's ſpicy gale, 
- _ "Phy ſkin is ivory ſo white; 
Thus ev'ry beauteous object that I view, 
| Wakes in my foul ſome charm of lovely Sue. 


Though battle calls me from thy arms, 
Let not my pretty Suſan mourn; _ 
Though cannons roar, yet ſafe from harms, 
William ſhall to his dear return, 
„ 
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Love turns aſide the balls that round me fly, ; 
| Left precious tears ſhould drop from Suſan's eye. 
The boatſwaig gare the dreadful word, 
I be ſails their ſwelling boſom ſpread, 
No longer muſt ſhe ſtay aboard. 
They kiſs'd, ſhe ſigh'd, he hung his had, 
Her leſs ning boat, unwilling rows to land : 
Adieu, ſhe cries, and wav'd her lily hand. 


sone rin, 
WHEN ONCE THE GQDS. 


*** 


When once the gods, like us below, To keep it up 


* . * 
* 5 W "I 
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Since drinking de-i-fies the foul, Let'spuſh about 

„ T 3 3 ” mo 

. — 121 

the flowing bowl. A flow - - - - ing 

— Tx 22 
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1 . bowl, A flow -- - G6 SS 6 - - - 10g bowl. Since | 


: 5 drinking deifies the ſoul, Let's puſh about the 


| flowing ey 


The glittring ſtar and ribbon blue, 
That deck the courtier's breaſt, 
May hide a heart of blackeſt hue, 
Though by the king careſs'd. 
Let him in pride and ſplendor roll; 
Wer happier o'er a flowing bowl. 
A flowing bowl, &c. | 


For liberty let patriots rave, 

And damn the courtly crews 
Becauſe, like them, they want to have ES 
The loaves and fiſhes too. 
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care not ad 4 the cole, 
So I can ſhare a flowing bowl. 
A flowing bowl, Se. * 


Sir Fletcher ſpeaker ſtill; 
; t home let Saudwich rule the ſea, 
}77! © And North the treaſury fill: 
7 * No place I want, throughout the whole, 
But one that's near a flowing bowl. | 
A flowing bowl, &c. 


The ſon wants ſquare-toes at old Nick, * 
And miſs is mad to wed ; 
The doctor wants us to be fick ; 3 
The undertaker, dead. | 
All have their wants from pole to pole ; * 
TI want an ever - flowing bowl. 


A flowing bowl, &S 6. 


b Let Mansfield Landchies4 j aftice "2 
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SONG XLII. 
ONCE MORE PLL TUNE. 
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2 more re Pl tune the vo - cal ſhell, Tohille 
. — 


1 — 
Hm — — 


ſparkling wit, And bloom of lovely Peggy. 


The fun firſt riſing in the morn, 
That paints the dew beſpangled thorn, 
Does not ſo much the day adorn, 


As does my lovely Peggy. 


6 
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And wher in Thetis | to reſt, 


He ftreaks with.gold ruddy weſt, 


He's not ſo beauteous, as undreis'd 


Appears my lovely Peggy. 
Were ſhe array d in ruſtic weed, 


With her the bleating flocks 1'd feed, 


And pipe upon mine oaten reed, 


To pleaſe my lovely Peggy. 


All's happy when ſke's in my 


But when the's gone it's endleſs night, 


With her a cottage would ade 


ht, 


Als Gark without my Peggy. 


The zephyr's air the violet blows, 

Or breath upon the damaſk raſle, 

He does not half the ſweets diſcloſe, 
That does my lovely Peggy. 


I tote a kifs the other for, 


* 


And truſt me, nought but truth 1 ſay, 


The fragrant breath of blooming May, 


Was not fo fweet as Peggy. | 
| While bees from flow'r to flow'r ſhall rove, 


And linnets warble thro' the grove, 


Or ſtately ſwans _ waters ay 


So lon Liove Pegg 
And when \ Sor with his 


— words ſhalt de when I depart, 


 Adieut my lovely Peggy. 


— FEA 
_ Shall ſtrike the blow that rives my heart, 
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SONG XLIV. 
1 ON A BANK OF FLOW 45. 
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On a bonk of flow! rs in a ſummer s day, invit - 5 


ſwain, with admiring. eyes, Wi ih'd he durſt the | 


— —— — 
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eee 
But fear d opprocckivg foics.. 


As he gaz'd, a gentle breeze aroſe, 
That fann'd her robes aſide; 
And the ſleeping nymph did charms diſcloſe 
| Which, waking, ſhe would hide, 
Then his breath grew ſhort, and his pulſe beat high, 
He long'd to touch what he chanc'd to ſpy, 
With a fa, la, la, &c. 
But durit not yet draw nigh. 
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All amaz'd he ſtood, with her beauties fir d, 

And bleſs'd the courteous wind; 

Then i in whiſpers ſigh'd, and the gods deſir d, 
That Celia might be kind. 

Then, with hope grown bold, be advanc'd amain: 

Dut ſhe laugh'd aloud in a cream, and again, 
With a fa, la, Ja. Sec. 

Repell'd the tim'rous ſwain. 


Vet, when once defire has enflam'd the ſoul, 
All modeſt doubts withdraw, 


5 And the god of love does each fear controul 


That would the lover awe. 


Shall a prize like this, ſays the vent*rous boy, 
Eſcape, and I not thg means employ, | 
With a fa, la, la, Sc. 

To ſeize the praffer'd joy! 2 


| Here the lowing youth, to relieve his pain, 
The flumb'ring maid careſs'd, + 
And with trembling hands ( oh! the imple ſwain 0 
Fer glowing boſom preſs'd. 
Then the virgin wak'd, Tn aſſrighted flew, 
Yet look'd as wiſhing he would purive, 
With a fa. la, Ia, &c. 
But Damon miſs'd his cue. 


Now repentin; that he had let her fly, f 
Himſelf he thus accus'd: 3 
What a dull and ſtupid thing was I, 
That ſuch a chance abus'd! 
To my ſhame *twill now on the plains be ſaid, 


Damon a virgin aſleep betray d, 
With a fa, la, la, Oc. 


Vet let her go a maid! 
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SONG KXLV. 

A COBLER THERE WAS. 
= E - ee Ros dere ae == - 
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a. cobler chere was, And he liv'd in a gal, W Which 
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ſerv'd him for badet. for 8 and n. No 
— 2 2 2 r 


— 


— 


* en down. 


Contented he work'd, and he thought himſelf 3 
If at night he could purchaſe a cup of brown nappy : 
He'd laugh, then, and whiſtle, and ſing, too, moit ſw rect), 


Saying, juſt to a hair I've made both ends to meet. 
Derry down, &c. 


But love, the diſturber of high and of low, 
That ſhoots at the peaſant as well the beau, 


He ſhot the poor cobler quite thorough the heart ; 
I wiſt'd it had hit ſome more ignoble part. 
Deny dow n, Oc. 


86 


It was from a cellar this archer did as, 

Where a buxom young damſel continually lay: 
Her eyes ſhone ſo bright, when ſhe roſe ev'ry day, 
That ſhe ſhot the poor cobler quit over the way. 

Derry down, Oc. ä 
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He ſang her love-ſongs as he ſat at his work, 

But ſhe was as hard as a Jew ora Turk; | 
Whenever he ſpoke ſhe would flounce and would fleer, 
Which put the poor cobler quite into deſpair. 

Derry down, Se. 


He took up his awr that he had in the world, 
And to make away with himſelf he reſolv'd: 
He peirc'd through his body inſtead of the sol1E; 
So the cobler he dy'd, aud the bell 1 it d1d toll. 
Derry down, Se... - 


| Ard now, in good will, I edvile, as a "IEP 


All coblers, take notice of this cobler's END; 


Keep your hearts out of love, for we find, Hy what' 's paſt, 2 


- Tot love brings us all to an exo at the LAs r. 
Derry down, . down, Gerry down. 


- 
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To the foregoing Tune. 


| | &- not high church nor low church, no tory nor whigy- 


No flatteriag young coxcomb, nor formal old prig, 


Dot fond of much talking, nor filently quaint, 


No profligate ſinner, nor pragmatical ſaint. 


Derry down, down, down, Gerry down. : 
But to know truth from falſchood, I do what I can, 


And if that 1 do err, I'm a fallible man, 


Nor can I in nature conceive any other, 


Of the wiſeſt arch prieſt that is born of his mother. 


I can laugh at a jeſt, if it's not out of time, 
And excuſe a miſtake, tho” not flatter a crime 


The faults of a friend I ſcorn to expoſe, 


And deteſt private ſcandal, tho? caſt on my foes. 


I put none to the bluſh, on whatever pretence, 


For immodeſty ſhocks both good breeding and ſenſe, : 
To amend, not reproach, is the bent of my mind, 
A reproof is half loſt, where ill nature is join'd. 


When merit appears, tho” in rags, I reſpe& it, 


And pleads virtue's cauſe, tho? the world ſhould 8 


„ . 55 
To no party a ſlave, in no ſquabble I join, 
Nor damns the opinion that differs from mine, 


Evil tongues I contemn, no mob treaſon I ſing, 
I doat on my country, and am true to my king, 
And as for the path, after death to be trode, 

I ſubmit to the will of a merciful God. 
Derry down, down, down, derry down. 
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SONG XEVIL 
THE : ECHOING HORN. 
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| The nhoing horn calls the ſportſmen abroad, To 
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horie my brave boys and · _ The my is up, 
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and the cry of the iehounds Upbraids ourtoo tediousde- | 
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mY. What pleaſure we feel in purſuing the fox, O'er ; 
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n him, huzza! The traitor is ” ſeiz'd on z and "i 
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The traiter 
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is ſeiz'd on and dies; Then follow, we'll ſoon overtake 


- — — 
. 
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1 huzza ! The traitor is ſeiz d on and a ies. 


Triumphant returning at night with the "I" 

Like Bacchanals ſhouting and gay; 

How ſweet with a bottle and laſs to refreſh, 
And loſe the fatigues of the day: 

With ſport, love, and wine, fickle fortune aefy, | 

Dull wiſdom all happineſs fours; 

Since life is no more than a paſſage at beſt, 
Let's ſtrew the way over with flow rs. 
With flow) re, let's fret, 8 * 


E 
„ 
= 

1 


THE MUSICAL 
SONG XLVI.. 
WHAT WOMAN CAN on 
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What woman can = I have try'd to be ns 


> | | PN 
ene eee | | 


- | ' ll 
+ of } lh a _AIMASS ET 
_ Sh . 


— 9 5 


— 
et * what I can, I find I love him, And | 
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tho he flies me, Still, ſtill, he's the man. OR Z 


9 E 
. 5 | — 
tell me at once, he to twenty will wear: When vow WS 
| 5 
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þ * 
22 | 1 
you Lave laid al you can, Still, ſill, he's . man. * 
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1 caught him once making love to a maid, 
| When to him I ran, h 
He turn'd and he kiſs'd me, then who could upbraid 
1 So civil a man? | | 
The next day I found to a third he was kind, 

J ents him ſoundly, he ſwore I was blind; 

S8io let me do what I can, 

Still, —ſ{till, he's the man. 


All the world bids me beware df his art: 

| I do what I can; | 
But he has taken ſuch hold of my heart, 

I doubt he's the man 

So ſweet are his kiſſes, his looks are fo kind, 

He _ have his faults, but if none I can find, 
Who cun do more than they can? 

_ He,—ftil i is the man. 
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SONG XIIX. 
THE FAREWELL. S 


2 9 Maar Quzes of Scars, in her babe from | 


France to Scotland. 
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Ol thou lov'd country, where my youth was 


"Them, Dear golden days al * in ſweet con- 
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IF tent, where the fair morning of 1 DOE: clouded Fs 
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— mud bright and pech gar. Dear. 


France, adieu, a long and ſad fare · we ; No 


I 
thought can mage, Ard no tongue can tel, The 
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FE. ; 


pangs I feel at that drear word, Farewell! 


The ſhip that wafts me from thy friendly ſhore, 
Conveys my body, but conveys no more. 
My ſoul is thine, that ſpark of heav'nly flame, 
That better portion of my mingled frame, 
Is wholy thine, that part I give to thee, YJ 
That in the temple of thy memory, S- 
The other ever may enſhrined be. 
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SONG L. 
QUEEN MARY'S LAMENTATION. 
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looks they are wild with de - ſpair. 
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Above tho? oppreſt by "7 fate, | 
I burn with contempt for my foes, 


| Tho? fortune has alter d my late 


She ne'er can ſubdue me to thoſe ; ; 
Falſe woman in ages to come, 


Thy malice deteſted ſhall be 


And when we are cold ia the tomb 


Some heart {till will ſorrow for me. 


Ve roofs-where cold damps nnd diſmay, 


With filence and ſolitude dwell, 


How comfortlefs _ the day, 


How fad tolls the evening bell; 
The owls from the battlements cry, 
Follow wind ſeems to murmur around, 
O Mary, prepare thee to die, | 
My age it runs cold a at the found. 
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MARY'S DREAM. 
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Which - riſes 


o*er the ſource of Dee, And 


u ght 0 on tow'r and tree; When Mary laid her 
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at ſea; When ſoft and low a voice Was 
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"The moon —— clmb'd the aer hill, 


from the eaſtern ſum - mit ſhed Her fil - ver 


tr 


ir 


heard, Say, ſary, weep no more for me. 


$ 


MISCELLANY: 
She from her pillow gently rai _ ; 
Her head to aſk, who there might be. 


She ſaw young Sandy ſhiv'ring and, 
With Lr and hollow eye; 

« O Mary cold is my clay, 
« It Ke beneath © Bain The, wy 

« Far, far from thee, I ſleep in death, 


«© So Mary, weep no more for me. - 


60 Three ſtormy nights and ſtormy days 
We toſs'd the raging main: 
And long we ſtrove our bark to ſave, 
But all our ſtriving was in vain. 


« Ev'n — when horror chil'd my blood, 


„My heart was fill d with love for thee : 
«© The \ Soma is paſt, and I at reſt, 


4 80 Mary, weep no more for me. 


O maiden dear, thyſelf prepare, 

« We ſoon ſhall meet upon that ſhore, 
„Where love is free from doubt and care, 
4 And thou and 1 ſhall part no more.” 
Loud crow'd the cock, the ſhadow fled, 
No more of Sandy could ſhe ſee; 

But ſoft the paſſing ſpirit ſaid, 


"0 Sweet Mary, weep no more for me” 


f tay 1 


SHE ROSE AND LET ME IN. 
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me, Where | I "© kat Kues Ns, 8 | 
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and let me in. 
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But ſhe, with accents al divine, 
Did my fond ſuit reprove; 
And while ſhe chil my raſh deſign, 

She but inflam'd my lore. 

Her beauty oft had — d before, 
While her bright eyes did roll: 
But virtue only Pad the pow'r 

To charm my very foul. 
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Then who wou'd deceive 
Or from ſuch — = A 


1 lov'd her ſo, I could not . 


The charmer of my heart. 


My eayer fondneſs I obey'd, 


Refolv'd ſhe ſhould be mine, 


Till Hymen to my arms convey'd. 


My treaſure ſo divine. 


| Now happy in my Nelly's * 


Tranſporting is my joy 


No greater bleſſing can prove, 


So bleſs'd a man am I; 
For beauty may a while retain 
The conquer. d ffutt'ring heart, 


But virtue only is the chain 


— AYES 
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OPEN THE DOOR TO ME, 8 OH! 
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It's open the door, ſome pi-ty to ſhow, | 


— — — 


It's open t he door to me, Oh! Tho' you 
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have been falſe, I'll always prove _ Bo | | 


SS EEE: : 


oh open the door to me, Oh! 


f 0 old is the Þlait 1 upon my 1 MY 
But colder your love unto me, Oh! 


Though you have, Cc. 


She's open'd the door, ſhes open'd it wide, 
She ſces his pale corps on the ground, on! 4 
Though you have, &c. | 


My true love, ſhe cry'd, then fell 4 by luis i ies 
Never, never to ſhut again, Oh! 1 


; Though you have, Oc. 
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THE MATRON'S WI>H. © 
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When wy locks are grown hoary, And my 1 


2 Maas | 
e E 
G\ ES— 8+ TT OW === 
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us 2 When wy forehead head ha wrinkles, and mine 


— | r re | 
| IT mo ae, e, e I AD wee, eee a mg 
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— — 


45 
* from all harm, May I have a gocd balband 
| | — 5 


* 5 
to 3 my back warm. O the pleaſures of 


— —— A. — ä ————— — 


vapour, our bodies but clay, Vet let me live well, tho? 


2 
I live but a day. 


With a ſermon on Sunday, and a Bible of good IP 4 
Wich a pot on the fire, and good viands in't; . 
With ale, beer, and brandy, both winter and ſummer, 
To drink to my goſſip, and be pledg'd by = — | 
N The pleaſures ot e. 8 


5 Wich pigs and with poulty y, and ſome money in ſtoke, 
To purchaſe the needful, and to give to the poor; 
With a bottle of Canary, to ſip without fin, 


And to comfort my daughter whene” er ſhe lies 1 in. 
W pleaſüres of, Oc. 


With a bed ſoft and eaſy to reſt on at night, ; 
With a maid in the morning to riſe with the light, 
To do her work neatly, and obey my deſire, 

To make the houſe clean, and blow up the fire. 
Tue pleazures of, Sr. 1 


With health and content, anda —_ ab = BINY 1 
With a thick hood and mantle, when I ride on my mare. 
| Let me dwell near my cupboard,'and far from my foes, 


With a pair of glaſs eyes to clap on wy hoſe. 
—— 12 . of, Sc. 


And when I am dead, with a figh let them "TI 
Our honeſt old cummer's now laid in the clay: 
When young, ſhe was cheerful, no ſcold, nor no whore; 
She affiſted her neighbours, and gave to the poor. 
Tho” the flow'r of her youth in her age did decay, 
Th her life like a vapour evaniſh*d away, 
She liv'd well and happy unto her > day. 


rn MUSICAL 
SONG Lx. 
THE OLD MAN'S WISH. 
To the foregoing Tune. 


F I live to grow old, as I find I go down, 
I Let this be my fate: in a fair country town, 
Let me have a warm houſe with a ſtone at my gate, 
And a cleanly young girl to rub my bald pate. 
S May I govern my paſſions with an abſolute ſway ; 
And grow wiſer and betteras my ſtrength wears away, 
Without gout or ſtone, by a gentle decay, 


In a country town, by a murmuring brook, 
With the ocean at diſtanee, on which I may look; 
With a green ſpacious plain without hedge or ſtile, 
And an eaſy pad nag to ride out a mile. ö 
fe. | Wet 


May I govern, + 


%” 


With Horace and Petrarch, and one or two more 

Of the beſt wits that liv'd in the ages before ; 

With a diſh of roaſt mutton, not ven'ſon nor teal, 
And clean, though coarſe linen at every meal. 
"May I gorern, Sc. © 5 


With a pudding on Sundays, and ſtout humming liquor, 
And remnants of Latin to puzzle the vicar; 
With a hidden reſerve of good Burgundy wine, 

To drink the king's health as oft as we dine. 
May I govern, Cc. | 


With a courage undaunted may I face my laſt day: . 
And, when I am dead, may the better ſort ſay, : 
In the morning when ſober, in the ev'ning when mellow, 
He is * and has left not behind him his fellow: 
For he govern'd his paſſions with an abſolute ſway; 
And grew wiſer and better as his ſtrength wore away, 
Without gout or ſtone, by a gentle decay, 


— 


A n n! | 
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KNOW I'M YOUR PRIEST. | 


— 


Las 


D mine; But if you grow wicked, tis not a good fign: 


* 5 

1 2 nls 

- 
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then mydearDarby, you're ſettled for life. Sig a 


= 
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Ballina-mona, o- ro, Ballina-mona, o ro, 


— A. 


Ballina-mona, 0- ro, A good merry wedding 


OR eee 
ä e a 3 * 5 9 * ? * 
: : 8 4 
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The banns being publiſh'd to chapel we go, 
The bride and the bridegroom in coats white as ſnow, 
So modeſt her air and fo ſheepiſh. your look, 


You out with your ring and I pull out with my book. | 
Sing, Se. | 


: I thumb out the place, and I then NE aways 


She bluſhes at love and the whiſpers obev, 
You take her dear hand to have and to hold, 
I ſhut up my book and I pocket Jour gold. 
Sing Ballinamona oro. 
That ſnug little guinea for me. 


The neighbours wiſh joy to the bridegroom and bride ; 


The pipers before us you march ſide by fide, 
A plentiful dinner gives mirth to each _ | 


The S pipe 4" up, myſelf 1 fay 
4. "good wedding dinner for me. 


The joke now goes round and the Rocking i is 3 


The — are drawn and you're both alone, 


” Tis then my good boy I believe you're at home, 


And hey for a chriſtening at nine months to come. 
Sing Ballinamona oro, 


.A * merry * for me. a 
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SONG LVII. 
BALLINAMONA. 
To the foregoing Tune. 

F HEREVER Um going, and all the day hw 


1 At home and abroad, or alone ina throng, 
J find that my paſion's ſo Evely and ftrong, | 
That your name, when I'm ſilent, ſtiil runs in my ſong. 

Sing Bali.amona oro, Cc. 


A kifs of your ſweet lips for me. 


Since the firſt time I faw you I take no repoſe ; 
I fleep all the day to forget half my woes ; 
80 hot is the fla ne in my ſtomach that glows, 


By St Patrick, I fear it wilk burn 3 my clothes. | 
Sing Balinamona ora, &c. | 


Your pretty black hair for me. 


In my conſcience I fear I ſhall die in my grave, 
Ualets you comply and poor Phelim will gr 
And grant the petition your lover does crave, 
Who never was free till you made him your ſlave. 
Sing Balinamona ora, c, 
| Your pretty black eyes for me. 


On that happy day when I make you my bride, | 

With a iwinging long ſword how I'll ftrut and I'll ſtride, 

With coach and fix horles with honey I'll ride, 
As before you I walk to the church by your 44. 


Sing Balinamona oro, &c. 


Your lily- white fiſt for me. 


— 


THE MUSICAL 
SONG LVII. 5 
THE WHEEL OF LIFE "|| 
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CEO nod 
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; | The wheel of life is wrning quickly round, And 


; RET 


— ——_ 


— ain L. © 


- nothing of 2 world of certainty is "oY The 1 | 


= TIP R—— 1 
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... "4 
— — — 


midwife wheels 1 us in, and Jeath wheelouzout; Good 


— 


— 


9 


lack! good lack! how things are wer co 


8 few aloft on * s wheel do go, 

And, as they mount up high, the others tumble low; 
Far this we all agree, that fate at firft did will! 
That this great wheel ſhould never once ſtand ſtill. 


The courtier turus, to gain TY private ends, 
Till he's ſo giddy grown, he quite forgets his friends: 
Proſperity oft t times deceives the proud and vain, | 
And wheels ſo faſt, it turns them out again. 


Some turn to this, to FEI and ew "ry way, 
And chgat and ſcrape for what e can't purchaſe « one- poor 


day : 
But this is far below the gen”'rous hearted man, 
Who lives, and makes the moſt of lite he can. 
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And thus we're wheel'd about in life's ſhort farce, 
Till we at laſt are wheel'd, off in a gan hearſe : 
The midwife wheels us in, and death wheels us out, 


Good lack! good lack! how things are wheePd about. 5 


SONG IX. 
THE STORM. 


— — 
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| Ceaſe rude Boreas, bluſt ring railer, Liſt ye landſ- 


; men, all to me, meſſinates hear a brother failor, 
—— — 8 

| * n | 1 
fing the dangers of the ſea, From bounding billows 
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5m 
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firſt in motion, when the diſlant whirlwinds * 


» 
* Led 


— * — I 
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to the tempelt troubled o-cean, Where the ſeas 
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contend with ſkies, 


THE MUSICAL 

= Is | 

Hark! the boatſwain hoarſely bawling, — 
By topſail ſheets, and haulyards ftand ! 


Down top-gallants quick be hauling ! 


Down your ſtay-fails, hand, boys, hand! 

Now it freſhens, ſet the braces; 

Quick the topſail ſheetslet go; 

Luft, boys, luff, don't make wry faces! 
Up your topſails nimbly clew ! 

Slow. 3 
Now all you on down- beds ſporting, 
Fondly lock'd in beauty's arms, 


_ Freſh enjoyments wanton courting, 


2 Free 3 all but love's alarms, — 


| Round us roar the tempeſt louder; 
Think what fear our miad enthrals ; 
. Harder yet, it yet blows harder; 


No again the boatſwain calls : 
YRS 3 
The topfail-yards point to the wind, boys! 
See all clear to reef each courſe! 


Let the fore-ſheets go; don't mind, boys, 
on Though the weather ſhould be worſe. 


Fore and aft the ſprit-ſail yard get; 

Keef the mizen ; ſee all clear: 

Hand up! each preventer-brace ſet ; 
Man the fore-yard ; cheer, lads, cheer ! 


Show. 


Now the dreadful thunder's roaring ! 
Peals on peals contending claſh ! 
On our heads fierce rain falls pouring ! 


In our eyes blue lightnings flaſh! 
One wide water all around us, 
All above us one black ſky! 


Diff ' rent deaths at once ſurround us. 


Hark! what means that dreadful cry ? | 
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Duick, | ' - 

The foremaſt's gone, cries every tongue out, 

| O'er the lee, twelve feet *bove deck. J 
A leak beneath the cheſt - tree's ſprung out; So | 

Call all hands to clear the wreck. 1 

—_— the lanyards cut to pieces! ' os 

ome, my hearts be itout, and bold ! 

Plumb the well, the lake increafes; 


Four feet water in the hold! 


Slow. | 
While o'er the hip wild waves are e beating, | = 
We for wives or children mourn; _ | _ 
Alas ! from hence there's no re treating; "= | 9 
Alas! from hence there's no return. 
Still the lake is gaiaing on us; 
Roth chain pumps are choak'd below, 5 
Heav' n have mercy here upon us! 
For only that can fave us now ! 


| 21. | | 7 

_ Ofer the lee-beam is the had. boys; 3 . 
Let the guns o' er bo:rd be thrown . 

To the pump come ev'ry hand, boys; ; 

See our mizen- malt is gone, 

The leak we' ve found; it cannot pour falt: 
We've lightea'd her a foot or more; 

Up, aud rig a jury fore-malt 
She rights, the * boys! wear off ſhore. 


Nom once more on joys we're thinking, 'Y 
Since kind fortune ſpar' d our lives; | | 
Come the cann, boys, let's be drinking 
To our ſweethearts and our wives. 
Fill it up, about ſhip wheel it; 
Cloſe to th' lips a brimmer join, 
Where's the tempeſt now; who feels it * 
None! our danger's drown'd in wine! 


K jj 
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 TANTHE THE LOVELY. 
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Iphis _ lor'd and carte Iphis again, She liv'd 


in the youth, and the youth in che TY their pleaſure 1 


3 


was equal, and * their care, no 8 no enjoy - 


ESSE + SS . 
liv'd ſtill the fonder they l No o delight no — 


1 2 
, 1 


ment their dotage withdrew, But the longer they "S d 
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. . —ͤ— 
ſtill the fonder they grew. . — 


A paſſion ſo happy alarm'd all the plain, 

Some envy'd the nymph, but more envy'd the ſwain, 
Some ſwore 'twou'd be pity their loves to invade, 
That the lovers alone for each other were made. 
But all, all conſented that none ever knew, 

A nymph be more kind, or a ſhepherd ſo true, 


Love ſaw them with pleaſure and vow'd to take care, 

Of the faithful, the tender the innocent pair, 

What either might want he bid either to move, 

But they wanted nothing but ever to love. _ 

 _ He faid all to bleſs them his god-head cou'd do, T 
That they fill ſhou'd be kind and they ſhould be true. 


K ii 
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mn LIFE IS by e 
Philofophical. rial. 
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Life is checquer'd ; toll and 1 Fill up all the 


-- T | 


various meafure. See the crew in flannel jerkins, 


SECRETED * = -1 
2 | | 
Ts | 1 
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| — en Grkins; And, as theyraiſe * 


BY tha EP PY io, On the deck is Hier no o- ; 5 | 
ther found, But priches Jack, pris Dick, pri. pri- 


— — 
— — _ 


— —_— 
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Then 1 to the b dd v. hiſtle! Then 


MISCELLANY. 115 


= 


hark to tern CEO'S" whiſtle ! 1 ! Buftle, 
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ball. — my oy Let us ſtir, let us h 
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But let's drink all the 7 For labour's the 1 of 


our joy, For labout's the price ol our joy. 


t is 1 d; toil and pleaſure 
Fill up all the various meaſure. 
Hark ! the crew, with ſun-burrs faces, 
Chanting black ey'd Suſan's graces ; 
And, as they raiſe their notcs 
TL rough their ruſty throats, 
On the deck is heard no other found, & K. Er. . 


Life is checquer'd; toil and pleafure 

Fill up all the various meaſure. | 

Hark! the crew their cares diſcarding 

With huſtle- cap or with chuck- ragthang : 
Still in a merry pia, | | 

Let them loſe or win, 


On the deck is heard no other ſound, fc. &c. 


THE MUSICAL 
SONG LXII. 
BELIEVE MY SIGHS. 
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Believe my vows to you 


ſincere, or Jenny, I'm undone. _You 


; - = 2 
_ — SE — 
* I'm belle and apt to change, at every 
Chorus. 8 


tr 
— — | — 
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face that's new. Of all the gi 'rls I ever 


EEE. 


ſaw, I ne'er lovd one like you, I ne'er lov'd one 


MISCELLANY. | 117 


222 — E 
like yu my bea, I ne'er lov'd one like you; 
EH» 


5 Of all the girls 1 ever . I ner lov'd one 


— —— 


„ 

— »„—— ͤ—j— 
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—— 


— Aw... 


My heatt » was like a lump of i ice, 
Till warm'd by your bright eye: 


And then it kindled 1 in a trice, 


A flame that ne'er can die. 


Then take and try me, you fhall find 


That I've a heart 1 s true; 


Of all the girls I ever ſaw, 


Ine er 1570 one like you, 
I ne er lov'd one like you my dear. 
FT neer lov' d one like you, 

Of all the girls [ ever ſaw, 


ne er lov d one like you. | | 
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SONG IX. FN 
vo THE POINT MAY CARRY. "3 


ver marry. e 


Give our ſouls hug. ” 
Punch our ſorrows drowning, 
augh and love 
| And ever prove 
Joys our wiſhes Crowning. 
Care our, &c, 
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To the church I'll hard her. 
Then thro” the world I'll wander, 
| U ſob and ſigh 

Until I die 
A poor forſaken gander. 


To the church, & 8 


Each pious prieſt tives Moſe 28, 

One mighty truth diſcloſes, 7 
Yau're never vex't 

II this his tent, 

Go faddle all your noſes, 


Each ** Oc. 
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SONG LXIV. 
WELCOME BROTHER DEBTOR. 


Tune—Ceafc rude Boreas —Page 109. 


7 ELCOME, welcome, brother debtor, 

Io this poor but merry place, 
Where no bailiff, dun, or ſetter, 
Dare to ſhew a frighful face. 
But, kind Sir, as your're a ftranger, 

Down your garniſh you muſt lay, 

Or your coat will be in danger; 

Lou mult either ſtrip or pay. 


Ne'er repine at your confinement 
From your children or your wife : 
Wiſdom lies in true refinement, _ 
Through the various ſcenes of life, 
Scorn to ſhew the leaſt reſentment, 
Though beneath the frowns of fate, 
 Knaves and beggars find conteatment, 
Fears and cares attend the great. 


Though our creditors are ſpiteful, 
And reftrain our bodies here, 
Uſe will make a jail delightful, 
Since there's nothing elſe to fear. 
Every iſland's but a priſon, 
| _ Strongly guarded by the ſea: 
Kings and princes, for that reaſon, 
Pris'ners are as well as we. 


What was it made great Alexander, 
| Weep at his unfriendly fate? 

*T'was becauſe he could not wander 
Beyond the world's ſtrong priſon-gate. 

The world itſelf is ſtrongly bounded 

By the heavens and ftars above: 

Why ſhould we then be confounded, 

Since there's nothing free but love ? 


Is ELLANx. -.- "+ 
SONG LXV. 
ur TEMPLES) WITH CLUSTERS. 
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My temples with cluſters of grapes il entwine, 
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| barterall joys for a goblet of wine. In ſearch of 
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Let why this reſolve to relinquiſh the fair? 

*Tis a folly with ſpirits like mine to deſpair; 
For what mighty charms can be found in a glaſs, 
If not fill'd to the health of ſome favourite laſs? 


Tis woman whoſe charms every rapture impart, 

And lend a new ſpring to the pulſe of the heart; 
The miſer himſelf, ſo ſupreme is her ſway, 

Grows a convert to love, and reſigns her the key. 


Ht the ſound of her voice ſorrow lifts up her head, 
And poverty liſtens, well pleas'd, from her ſhed; 

While age, in an ecſtacy, hob'ling along, 

Beats time, with his crutch, to the tune of her ſong. 


Then bring me a goblet from Bacchus's hoard, 
The largeſt and deepeſt that ftands on his board ; 

PI fill up a brimmer, and drink to the fair; 
Tis the thirſt of a loyer—and pledge me who dare! 


- 6 
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Low DOWN IN THE BROOM. 
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My OO. 


a” the houſe a ſteer. But let them 2 or let 
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_ do, it's a' ane to me; Forhe” s low down he's = 


11 


in the f 1 that” s waiting « on me, waiting on \ 


pon — 
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he's in the broom, That's waiting for me. 
| LS: | 
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My aunty Kate fits at her wheel, 
And fair ſhe lightlies mez.-- 
But weel ken 1 it's a“ envy ; 
For ne'er-a jo has ſhe. 
But let them fay, He. 


= coufin Kate was fair beguil's 
Johnnie i' the glen : 
And aye fince ſyne, ſhe cries, beware 
Of falſe — men. 

But let her ſay, ** 


Glee'd Sandy he came 0 ae W 

And ſpeer'd when I ſaw Pate, . 

And aye ſince ſyne the neighbours round 
They] jeer me air and late. 


But let them ſay, or let them dog ” 
It's a ane to me:; 
For Fil gae to the bonny lad 
That's waiting on me; 
Waiting on me, my love, 
| He's waiting on me; 
Fer he's low dorun, he's in the Þroom 
T hat” s waiting for me. 
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SON G LXVII. 
How LITTLE DO THE LANDMEN KNOW. 
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* 
lors feel, When waves do mount, and winds doblow, 
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but we have n of fleel. No danger can 


11 3 


monſieurs right us, ſo toſs the e cann about. 


Siek ſtout to orders os. | 
We'll plunder, burn, and fink, 

Then France have at your firſt rates, 
For Britons never ſhrink. 

We'll rummage all we fancy, 

We'll bring them in by ſcores, 

And Moll and Kate and Nancy, 

— roll i in luois-d'ors. 
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XK While here at Deal we're lying;. 


With our noble commodore, 
We l 1 our wages freely boys, 
And then to ſea 1 mes 
In peace we'll drink 2 ling boys, 
In war we'll never fly, | 
Here's a health to George our king, boys, 
— the ** — 


33 


8 ONG LXVIIL. 


WHRE'S MY SWAIN. 


IF — KS CES 
| Where 8 my ſwain. ſo blithe and clever, why &ye 
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leave me all in forrow? Three whole der, are gone 


E = 2 — 3 
ES: 22 
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for ever, ſince you faid you dc come to -  morrow, 


F 
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" know, n not t this ling'cing a - - 25 6 — Love 
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has flying wings I well know, not for ling” ring 
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la - zy Johnny. 
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What can he be now a doing, 

Is he with the laſſes Maying ? 

55 He had bettzr here be wooing, 
Than with others fondly playing. 

| Tell me truly where he's roving, 

That I may no longer forvam ; * 

II he's weary grown of loving, 

Let him tell me ſo to-morrow.. 


Does ſome fav'rite rival hide thee;. 

| Let her be the happy creature, 

I' net plague myſelf to chide thee, 
Nor diſpute with her a feature. 

But I can't and will not tarry, 

Nor will kill myſelf with ſorrow, 

I may looſe the time 20 marry, 

If I wait beyond to-morrow. 


Think not ſhepherd thus to brave me, 
If Pm yours pray wait no longer, 

If you won't another 'I have me, 
I may cool but not grow. fonder. 


128 


If your lovers, girls, forſake ye, 


— Whine not in deſpair and ſorrow, 


Bleſt another lad may make ye; 


Stay for nane ene to-morrow. 


. * 


SONG LXIX. 


VARIETY 18 CHARMING. 
Tune— You the point ma J carry—Page 118. 


NI in love with twenty, 

I'm love with twenty, 
And could adore 
As many more, 


There s nothing like a plenty. 


Variety is charming, 

Variety is charming, 
A conſtancy 
Is not for me, 


8⁰ ladies take your w . 


For a man in one love, 
For a man in one love, 
He looks as poor 
As any boor, 
For a man in one love. 


Variety, Oc. 


Girls grown old and oats. 
Girls grown old and ugly, 

= They can't inſpire 

The ſame deſire, 


As when they're young and ſmogly.. 


Variety, Sc. 


'Tis not the grand regalia, 

"Tis not the grand regalia 

Cs. = eaſtern kings 
= hat poets ſi 

But O the ſweet engl. 
Vanety, Oc. 
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know a young damſel I'm dying to wed. 80 
+ 


MISCELLANY. | 1 29 | 
SONG LXX. 25 
| ASSURE As A GUN. - = 
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Says Co-lin to me, I've a thought in my head, 


— — 


— — — 


know a young damſel I'm dying to wed, 1 


K 


*. 
A. att 
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1 
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CEE 


pleaſe you, quoth I, and whene'er it is done, you'll 4 


ö ——— 
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LY 
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_ quarrel and you'll part again, as 


ſure as a gun! As 


— Hig " AS | 


7 — 


ſure as a gun! As fure as a gun! You'll quarrel 


. 


. | 228 


and you'll part again as ſure as a gun. 
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And ſo when you're married (poor amorous wight ! 
You'll bill it, and-eoo it from morning till night: 

But truſt me, good Colin, you'll find it bad fun, — 
Inſtead of which you'll fight * — ſure as a 


Zun! 1 


But ſhou'd ſhe prove fond of her own Jewell love, 
And you be as ſupple, and foft as her glove; 

Vet be ſhe a faint, aud as chaſte as a nun— 

: You' re faſten'd to her apron- ſtrings— as fure as a gun! 


Suppoſe it was you then, ſaid he, with a leer ; 
You wou'd not ſerve me fo, I'm certain, my dear: 
In troth I replied, I will anſwer for none. 

But do as —y women do—as ſure as a gun ! ! 


S O on G LXXI. 
FAL DE RAL TIT. 


x 


- — 


""D was I learnt a pretty ſong i in France, And 1 
| _ E — | | . | — A 


"Lovaghe in it oer the 75 — chance; Andtheni in Wapping 


nce, Oli! the like was ne- ver ſeen : For I 


made the muſie ood for to play, All for to pak he 
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— — 


don * a way, And when I had nothing * for 


3 


— 8 — 


to a, Then I * Fal de ral hes Tit fal = ral, 


| | 


* Fal de ral tt. | 


As I was walking down Thames ſtreet | 
A ſhip mate of mine I chanc'd for to fneet, 
And I was reſolv'd him for to treat, | 
With a cann of grog, gillo! 

A cann of grog they brought us ſtrait, 

All for to pleaſure my ſhip mate, 
And ſatisfaction give him ſtrait, 
Then I ſung Fal de ral tit, &'. 


The macaronies next came in, 
All dreſt fo neat, and look'd ſo trim, 
And thinking for to ſtrike me dum. 
There was half a ſcore or more. 
Some was ſhort, and ſome was tall, 
But tis very well known that I lick'd them all, 
For I dous'd their heads againſt the wall, 
Then I ſung Fal de ral tit, &«. 
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The landlord then aloud did ſay, 

As how he wiſh'd I wou'd go away; 

And if I tempted for to ſtay, 

As how he'd take the law, 

Lord 4—me, ſays I, you may do your worſt, 
For I've not ſcarcely quench'd my thirſt, 
All this I ſaid, and nothing worſe, 

Then I ſung Fal de ral tt, & 2 


. It's when Poe eroſt the raging main, 
— be come back to Old England again, 
Or. $798 PH drink galore ; 
a pretty. girl for to fit by my fide, 
And fer her coltly robes I'll provide, 
So that ſhe ſhall be fatisfied, 
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ANDRO WT HIS curry GUN. 


iq 2 ER 2 r 


a” 


Blyth, blyth, blyth was ſhe, Blyth was ſhe but and 


* 


ben; And 


well ſhe loo'd a Hawick gill, And leugh 


= 


- 


— — 
ſet me down, And hecht to keep me lawing free 3 But 


cunnin carlin that ſhe was, ſhe gar d me birle ny 


bawbee. 
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We loo'd the liquor well enough; 
Before that I 
When we had three times toom'd our ſtoup, 


In ſtarted, to heeze up our hope, 


The carlin brought her kebbuck ben, 

Well does the canny kimmer ken, 
We cad the bicker aft about, 
And ay the cleareſt drin 


rr —— oc a 
— d + * 3 veu w - 4 aw ics ay a” - 
PORN? F | . F : . 
* =P 8 * a . 


He did like ony mavis fing, 


But waes 12 my caſh was done, 
d quench'd my drouth, 
And laith I was to pawn my ſhoon. 


And the neiſt chappin new begun, 


Young Andre wr his cutty gun. 


With girdle-cakes well toaſted brown ; 


gar the ſcuds gae glibber down. 

Till dawning we ne'er jee'd our bum. 
3 out, y x i 

Was Andro wi' his cutty gun. 
Blyth, blyth, Cc. oe ak = 


And as I in his oxter fat, 
He ca'd me ay his bonny thing, 
And mony a ſappy kiſs I gat. 
I hae been eaft, I hae been weit, 
I hae been far ayont the ſun ; 


But the blytheſt lad that e er I ſaw, 1 


Was Andro wi' his cutty gun. 
Blyth, blyth, Oc. 5 | 


hour 


rove the 
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that flies, and 


ptures wafle the day, A 


birks of In-ver- 


may. 
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And when they droop, and we decay, 
Adieu the birks of Invermay. 5 


 Gambol and dance about their dams; 
And all the reptile kind rejoice; 
About the birks of Invermay. 


And fiſhes play throughout the ſtreams; | 2 

The cireling ſun does now advance, | = 
And all the planets round him dance: 

Let us as jovial be as they = 
Among the birks of Invermay. 
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For ſoon the winter of the year, | | 1. 
And age, life's winter, will appear; 5 ; 
At this thy living bloom will Ede, | 15 


As that will ſtrip the verdant ſhade ; 
Our tafte of pleaſure then is o'er, 
The feather'd ſongſters are no more; 


ices th 


| Behold the hills and vales around, 
With lowing herds and flocks abound ; 
The wanton kids, and friſking lambs, 


The buſy bees with humming noiſe, 


Let us, like them, then ſing and play 


Hark, how the waters, as they fall, 
Loudly my love to gladneſs call; 


'The wanton waves ſport in the beams, 
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SONG LXXIV. 


I. | FRIEND AND PITCHER. 
Moderato. 


— —— _ ——— 


de-fire to grow richer, give me but theſe, I aſk 


* ——T" — — 
no more, My charming gicl, my fried, and bir. 
Chorus. | 


ſuch, what mortal can be richer; Give me 
| Q) 
D— 6 
; — F 
|; but theſe, a fig for care, With my ſweet girl, 


my * and hes.” | 
7 Mi 
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From morning ſun Pd never grieve 

To toil a bed or a ditcher, 

If _ when I come home at eve, 
ia, fe enjoy #+ 4 friend and pitcher, 


rare, c. 


Tho! fortune ever ſhuns my door, 

I know not what can bewitch her; 
Wich all my heart can I be poor, 
With 57 ſweet fiend fo rare © my — and pitcher. | 


% 


E 
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_ THO LATE I WAS PLUMP. 


* — 


Tho? late I was pang, — and jolly, 1 now 


— ___}. 


am as thin as a rod, Oh love is the eauſe of my 


2 — = +2. 


322 . 
folly, and ſoon I'll lie under a ſod. Sing ditherum 


—ͤ— 


1 1 — 


. .————— 


"NP doodle, nagety, nagety, tragety, rum, and gooſe. - 
3 1 1 — 


2 1 2—— | 
therum a Fidgety, base, nigety, mum. 


Dear Kathleen, then why did you flout me, 
A lad that's ſo coſey and warm. 
Ohl ev'ry thing's handſome about me, 
My cabin and ſnug little farm. 
Sing ditherum, c. 


What tho I have ſcrap'd up! no money, 
No duns at — chamber attend ; 
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On Sunday I ride on m n 
And ſt ill have a bit 0e l Friend. | 
Sing ditherum, Ce. 


The cock courts his kens all around me, 
The fparrow, the pigeon, and dove; 


Oh! how all this e me, 
When I look and think of my * * 
Sing ditherum, Se. 


SONG LXXVI. 


| Now PHEBUS GILDS. 
n 


— _ 


| begins the lay, The ſonorous hern bids ſportſmen 


＋ 


% 
. 


| - o | 5 1 | 
riſe, to hail the new-born day : The hounds are out, 


their cheerful notes refound, white M hills re 


| 1 2525 


Now Phoebus gilds the Orient ſkies, the lark 


3 | 5 


— TL | 


n 
turn it all around. O'er hill and o'er dale, over 


ad 
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ditches or pale, as ſwift as the wind we pur- ſue, as 


h# | | 
ſwift as the wind we pur - - ſue, the fox or the hare, 


2 D 


—_ — 


or the ſwift footed deer, no matter what ſport is in 


n 
* x 
r 


- - - No matter what ſport is in view. 


Health waits on the chace, 
Paints with bluſhes the face, 
Spleen and vapours are left in the rear 

The brooks and the floods, 

And the deep embrown'd woods, 


Delightful around us appear. 


To the ſports of the field 
All others muſt yield, 
For hunting's of ancient renown ; 


8 For ſtrength 


i % a 
. —— * x * 
- * *. * — ' 
#3 * 
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_ Kings and princes, of old, 
Hare this paſtime extoll'd, 
Royal hunters have fat on the throne. 


Hills and vallies o erpaſt, 


Now homeward we hafte, 


| God our miſtreſſes hearty embrace: . 


Ne ſtrength we obtain, 
By our ſport on the plain, 


No the bowl comes i in view, ; 
Which with glee we purſue, | 


And thus h n 


To the wuntreſs —— 
To Diana we joi 


| While each chorus "loudly huzza. 


ill attends on the chace. ; 
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SONG LXXVIL. 
HOOLY AND FAIRLY. 


: 1 —— 1 2. 
* 


rinks naething but ſack and canary, I to her friends 
W AQ 5 5 


— 


ö _ 
3 Ld — CERT. - i 


a * airly: O gin my wife von? d grink 


2 22 . EE: 


JP — a „ an ae ee 21D 


1 . and fairly, OY and fairly ear ly 3 | 
A 


FEET mw 2 


„ 


O gin my wife wou'd drink hooly and fairly. | 


Firſ he drank Crummie, and foe ſhe. drank Garie, | 
Now ſhe has drunken my bonny gray marie, 
That carried me thro” the dub and the larie. 

Ob! gin my wife, Se. 


17 ſhe'd drink but her ain thiogs, I wad na much care, 
She drinks my claiths I canna well ſpare, 
To the kirk and the market I gang fu' barely. 
Oh! gin my ws! & c. 


9 — IE Dried 1 
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I there's ony filler, ſhe maun keep the puele; 
If II feek * a baubee, ſhe'il ſcald and ſhe' I curſe; 


She gangs like a queen, I ſerimpet and ſparely. 
Oh! gin my wife, Oc. 


I never was given to wrangling nor ſtrife, 
Nor e' er did refuſe her the comforts of life, 


E'er it come to a war, I am ay for a — 


Oh! gin my wife, Sc. 


A pint wi” her cummers I wad her allow, 
But when ſhe fits down ſhe fills herſel fou ; 


And when ſhe is fou, ſhe's unco? camfterie. 
gs Ob! gin my wife, Oc. | | 


She rins out to the caſey, ſhe roars and he rants, | 
Has nae dread o' her nibours, nor minds the houſe wants, - 
But fings ſome fool-ſang, Tak up your heart Charlie. 


Oh! gin my wife, Oc. 


| And when he comes hame fhe lays on the lads, 
She ca's the laſſes baith limmers and jades, 
_ I my ainſel an auld cuckold ww, 


Oh! r my wife, S. 
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| | SON 8 LXxXVm. | , 
009 NorzIW T0 YOUR MIONECA 
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5 Dear Kathleen you no doubt find Sleep how very : 


— — — ” 


2 


| | : N | Rd 


{ſweet tis, Dogs bark, and cocks have crowd out youne- E 


—_— 


ver dream how late "ris. This morning gay, | Th 
| I — 3 


— 


= _— 
poſt away, to ove. with 22808 a bit of e two o legs : 
| Fx | — I . * T 
— = . 
© rid a- long to bid, 3 morrow coyournighteap. | 


Laſt night a little browſy, 
With whiſky, ale, and cyder, 
Taſc'd young Betty Blouſy 
5 o let me fit beſide her; 
Her anger roſe, 5 if 
And ſour as floes, | ; 
The little gipſey cock'd her noſe. | 
Yet here I've rid along to bid, 
Good- morrow to your night-cap. 


* 


HOW STANDS THE GLASS AROUND. 


? For 


— = 


— © 


C————— 


round 


Ho ſtands the glaſs a- 


— 


— 
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ſhame! ye take no care, my boys. How ſtands the 


— — 


— — 


me! ye take no care, my boys. . 


— — — = — 


— — — — _—_— . w 
_ 


wine Aa» 


#ands the glaſs around? Let mirth and 


— ——— — —2—— — — 
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* 
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they are flying, boys, to fight, kill, or wound, may ; 


Z========_ 
we ſtill be found, con "tent with our hard 
— (nts —  —_ 
5 
: : 
j fate, my boys, on u e ground. 


22 
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| | Why , ſoldiers, why, ge | 
Þ Shou'd we | be melancholy, boys? - 
Why, ſoldiers, why? 
Whoſe buſineſs *tis to die! 
What, fighing? fie! 
Don't fear, drink on, be jolly, boys 
Tis he, you, or I! 
Cold, hot, wet, or ary, | 
We're always bound to follow, boys, 
And ſcorn to ad 


3 0 is but in vain,— | 
I mean not to r you, boys.— 
Ti but in vain 
For ſoldiers to complain, 
. Should next campaign 
| Bend us to him who made us, boys, 
We're free from pain! 
But, if we remain, 
A bottle and kind landlady 
Cure all — e 


eien 
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= body in health, gives a man all the n 


2 89 = —— 
. ES 
" 22 


7 ”} 
rol la dy, Tol de rut tal de rol tol de rol la FS 
N 11j x 


| 3 : THE MUSICAL 


Tue firſt that I met was a miſer, whoſe gloom 


7 I went out with a heart full of joy, 
* . 


1 could annoy ; 
ee * + rr 


Bhew'd » foul that was muddy, and ftraiten'd in room.” 
Tol de rol, &c. 


In Britain's fair iſland there's none to be ſeen 
- _ Fol de ral, fc. 
7 Of more alen ſelfiſh, and ſordid a wein, 
_- .. Tol de rol, Cc. 

fs of honour, a ſlave to his d, 7 
elpis d of the young, and contemn'd of the ole, 
Tol de rol, & 


The next that I met was a profligate aſs, 
T | 
. 
Tol de rol, Oc. 


By he was gallopi 
Ager atterted Br fad 


Oo lace me, kind heav'n! in what ſtation you pleaſe, I 


5 ol de rol, ©. 

Som body's in health, male foul be at eaſe; 
2 vol de rol, c. 

oh By command of myſelf, independent and free, 


_ Contentment ſhall till be a pleaſure to me. 


Tol de rol, Sc. 


5 e may Te fed 
Tool de rol, "= 


| With roots the moſt common, and coarſe brown bread, , | 


Tol de rol, &c. 
Than to riot with luxury, fopp'ry, and vice, 
They're the loſs of . too precious a price. 
| Tal 20 rol, Kc. 


4 
. 
af 


W 
Tol de rol, Ke. 
Till with poxes and palſies their carcaſes deine; 
_. ©. —— 2 Kc. 
Grow old while they 're oungrand hare waſted their fore, 
While the retvies of irtue are bilthe of fourſcore. 
Tol de rol, &c. 


| The thunder may roar, and the hurricanes make. 
| Tol de rol, &c. 
The ocean to boil, and the foreſts to ſhake ; 

. Tal de rol, Ke. 


J | The light'ning may flaſh, and the rocks may be rent, 


But nothing can ruffle the mind that's cantent. 


This world's well freighted with wonders in fore, 
Tol de rol, &e. 


And we're ſent into i to think and explore; 

.-. Ra de rh, Ke. 

And when the y ſummons ſhall call us away, 
No more's to be ſaid, but contented — 
1 Tol de * &c. g 
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| THE LAND OF DELIGHT. 


As you mean to ſet fail for the land of de- 
3 | 

2 og e 
_ — — — | £9 8 | 


8 
light, And a= gebs ſoft kammockto ſwing ev ry 
» 3 e 


— 


bins with love. 1 you hope chat your voyage 


ſucceſsful ſhou'd pre ve, an your lalls with afſec-⸗ 


. EEE -” 
—_ | I —F 


at a) |! 1 
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- 
* Wi, 
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But if vapours and whims, like fen- fickneſs, — 


You muſt lower your top-fail, and ſcud under lee. z 
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tion, your cabins with 8 Fill your ſails wan | 


— — 4 | — 
alfeQion, Jour ay. bins with love. 


\ 


Let your heart, like the main-maſt, be ever u right, 
And the union you boaſt, like our takle, be tight ; 


Of the ſhoals of indiff'rence be ſure to keep clear, 
And the quickſands of jealouſy never come near. 


— 


You muſt ſpread all your canvas, and catch the freſh gale, 


For, if briſk blows the wind, and there comes a rough 
ſea, EL 


- 


If huſbands eber hape to live peaceable lives, | 
They muſt reckon themſelves, give the helm to their 


wives; 


For the ſmoother we fail, boys, we're ſafeſt from harm, 
And on ſhipboard the head is ſtill ruPd by the helm. 


Then lift to your pilot, my boys, and be wiſe 
If my precepts you ſcorn, and my maxims defpiſe, 


A brace of proud antlers your brows may adorn, 


And a hundred to one, but you Gouble Cape Horn. 


— 


SONG ILIIII. 
THE LITTLE MAN AND MAID. 


ex 12 — . 


I have little more to fay, than will you, aye or | 


Toe little maid 1d. Little I you've little 4d. 

I To induce a little maiden to wed; | 

You muſt ſay a little more, and produce a little tare, " 
Exe I to the church will be led. "= Þ 


The little man reply'd, If you'll be my little bride, 
— I Will raiſe my little note a little higher: 
| The be little for to prate, yet my little heart is great, 
» By the little me of love Pm on fre. 


. 
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The little maid yd, If 1 be your little kekde, 
Pray, what would you Tou give me to « eat? | 

Would the flame that you're ſo rich ia, — a ire inte 
the kitchen. 
Or che little god of love ſtir the ſpit? 


The little man reply d, and fome fay a litle er, 
For his little heart was fill'd with ſorrow, 

With the little that I have I will be your little ſlave, 

And the reſt, my little dear, we will borrow. 


Thus did the little gent. make the little maid relent, © 
x For her lintle heart begaa for to beat; 

Tho his offers were but ſmall, ſhe accepted of them al, 
Nor thanks her little — for her * 
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+ DONNEL AND FLORA. 
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"Wk 
- When many ay hearts were Sar, Carcleſs 


but play, Poor en are away, ſad” _ 


* WA A METS 


— 


ra, Looſe flow'd her coal black hair, oo heav' a 


her Hoſes bare, And thus to the troubled air 


* _— _—_— CO e eee e eee 
[ 


_—_ 


_— 


BE Re, =o FO 
Fx ba de wo = LE 
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ſhe vented her ſor-row. 


& Loud howls the northern blaſt, 
„ Bleak is the dreary walte ;— 
« Haſte, then, O Donnel, halle, 
Haſte to thy Flora. 
Twice twelve long months are o er, 
Since in a foreign ſhore, 
Vou promis'd to fight no more, 
| + Put meet me in Mora. 


MISC ELLANY. 


< Where now is Donnel dear? 
« Maids cry with taunting ſneer, 
Say, is he ſtill fincere 
To his lov'd Flora. 
Parents upbraid my moan; 
Each heart is turn'd to — 
« Ah Flora! thou'rt now alone, 
"28 Friendleſs in Mora. 


& Come then, O come away, 
„ Donnel no louger ſtay; 


Where can my rover ſtray 


From his dear Flora. 
% Ah ſure he neꝰ er could be 

% Falſe to his vows and me. 
O heav'n, is not yonder he 
« Bounding in Mora.“ 


6 Never, O wretched fair,” 

(Sigh'd the fad meſſenger) 

„Never ſhall Donnel mair 
| „Meet his lov'd Flora. 

1 Cold, cold beyond the main 

4 Donnel thy love lies ſlain; 

« He ſent me to ſoothe thy pain 
« Weeping in Mora. 


6 Well fought our gallant men, 
« Headed by brave Burgoyne; 
«© ur heroes were thrice led on 
To Britiſh glory. 
«© But ah! tho” our foes did flee, 
© Sad was the loſs to thee, 
While ev'ry freſh victory 
Drovwn'd us in ſorrow.” 


a — take this truſty blade,” 
(Donnel expiring ſaid) | 
„Give it to yon dear mail 

„ Weeping in New ; 


B 
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« Tell her, O Allan tell, 
« Donnel thus bravely fell, 


« And that in his laſt farewell. 


He thought on his Flora. = 


Mute ſtood the —_— fair, 

Speechleſs with wild d 

Then ſtriking her boſom bare, 
Sigh'd out poor Flora, 


; « Oh Donnel! O welladay! “ 
Was all the fond heart could ſay: 


At length the ſound died au 
W in Mora. 
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SONG LXXXIV. 


MY JO JANET. 
te 0 6 I. 95 


- 2 A 


O ſweet Sir, for your courteſie, Whenyou come 


rr, 
r I 


by the Baſs, then, And for the love ye bear to me, 


— 


* n by . 
— — — 


1 1 draw - well, Janet, Janet, And there ye'll fee your 


E 2 ———— ee 
wa 2 — — — ————ů— 
— HF — 
bonny ſell, My jo Janet. 
8 Keeking in the draw- well clear, 


What if I ſhou'd fa' in, Sir? 
Syne a' my kin will ſay and ſwear, 
I drown'd myſel for fin, Sir. 
Had the better be the brae, 
. 35 Janet, Janet; 
HFad the better be the brac, 
0 My jo Janet. 


O ij 


- — 
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Good Sir, for your courteſie, 
Coming through Aberdeen, then, 
For the love ye bear to me, 
= Buy me a pair of ſheen, then. 
. 1 the auld, the new are dear, 
2 un Janet, Janet; 
Ae pair + ye ha f a year, 
bh y jo Janet. 


But what if dancing on the green, 
And ſkipping like a mawkin, | 
| If they ſhould {ee my clouted ſheen, 
On me. they will ke taukin. 
Dance ay laigh, and late at een, 
b A .. Janet, 


My jo Janet. 


Kind Sir, for your courteſie, 
When ye gae to the croſs, then, oe 
For the lo E. ye bear to me, | 
Buy me a pacing horſe, then. 
Pace upo? your ſpinning wheel, 

Janet, Janet; 
Pace upo” your ſpinning wheel, 
My jo Janet. 


| My ſpinning wheel i is auld and kiff, 
The rock o't winna ſtand, Sw, 
To keep the temper - pin in tiff, | 
Ezmploys aft my hand, Sir. 
Make the beft o't that ye can, 
lanet, Janet, 
But ke it never wale a man, 
My jo Janet. 


— — — ᷣ— Aberdeen ˙·1 es ie — 
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Syn a“ their fauts will no be ſeen, . 
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O GREEDY MIDAS. 
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0 greedy Midas, Pre been 8 that what: 


P 
— EI FRY 
— * ts e „ Bos; — 
vou touch * turn to * that what you touch 
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vou turn to gold. 


0 had I but a power 
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turn whate'er I touch to wine. 
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Fd turn whate'er 


touch to wine. 
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Each purling ſtream ſhou'd feel my force, 
Each fiſh my fatal power mourn, 
Each fiſh, Sc. 5 * 

And wond ring at t mighty chan * 

And wond' ring, " ih ET, 

Shou' d in their native regions burn, 
Shou'd in, G. 


Nor ſhou ou'd there any dare t approach 
Uto my mantling ſparkling ſhrine, 
' *- Unto my, c. 

But firſt ſhou'd pay their votes to me, 
But firſt, &c. 

Ad flile me ah god of wine. 
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TWINE WEEL THE PLAIDEN. | 
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hair E yellow, I've gi'en my heart to the 
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_ "\ las he was a 82 Tt fr low. 2 
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loſt her filken* 


laſſie 
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it weel the plaiden, the 


-- 


164 THE MUSICAL 


He bd my e' en fac 8 blue, 
Siae lilly a. my ſkin, O 

And ſyne he prie'd-my donny mou”, 
And ſwore it was nae fin, | 
And twine it weel, my bouny dow, 
And twine it weel the plaiden; 
The laſſie loſt her ſilken ſnood, 
5 In pu ĩng of the bracken. 


; But he has left the laſs he loo? * 6 
His ain true love forſaken, © 
Which gars me fair to greet the ſnood, 
_  EFlott among the bracken. 
And twine it weel, my bonny dow, 
And twine it weel the plaiden; 
The laſſie loſt her filken ſuood, 
In pu'ing of the bracken. 
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cou ROUSE BROTHER SPORTSMEN. 
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the dull ſportſmen for 1 85 * N 
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_ 
will chide the dull ſportſmen for leeping ſo long, 


eee ET 
. RY 
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IIa 


will chide the dull — for feeping ſo long. 


From a bumper freſh | 


"Iiight Fakes has own pe iht gllimple of bis face, 


Peep'd in at our windows, and call'd to the chace, 
"He foon will be up, for his dawn wears away, 


| And makes the fields bluſh with the beams of his ray. 


Smect Molly may teaze you perhaps to lie down, 
And if you refufe her perhaps ſhe may frown, 
But tell her ſweet love muſt to hunting give place, 


For as well as her charms, there are charms in the chace. 


Look yonder, look yonder, old Reynard I ſpy, 
At his bruſh nimbly 1 2 Chanter aud Firs 
They ſeize qn their prey, fee his eye-balls they roll, 
We're in at the death, now return to the bowl. ; 


There we'll fill up our glaſſes, and toaſt to the King, 
_ 3 ever will ſpring, 
T0 George peace and plenty may heaven diſpenſe, 
And p thouſand years hence. 


Sor IXXXVIn. 
' THE OLD WOMAN's SONG. 


Old women we are, and as wiſein the chair, and 


fit for the quorum as men. We can ſcold 


At ak ff 1 
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— and then, now and then, nowand then, and like 


them can be wrong now and then. For look the world | 
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= do, as much as old men. 
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we ean hear a lad caſe, with a flo-meaning face, 
And tho' ſhallow, yet ſeem to be deep; 
Leave all to the clerk, and when matters — dark, 
Their wor ſnips had better 8⁰ TIC 
For look, * ” 


When our wildom is taſk'd, and ard queſtion are 
n 

| We anſwer them beſt with 2 ſhore; © | 

We can mump a tit bit, and can joke without wit, 

And what can their * * more. 


: Fer look, Se. 


GGG 
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SONG: LXXXIX. 
. MY WIFE 18 LAID IN GROUND. 
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0 what . will abound, When my wiſe 
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Oh how happy ſhould I be: Z 

Wou'd little Nyſa pig with me; 

How I'd mumble her, touze and tumble her, | 
Wou'd little Nyſa pig with me. 
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land. g think they are fine, 
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THE HIGHLAND LADDIE. 
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of my Highland Iaddie. 


o they're win and i. diy g 


O my bon ny 
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J laddie,may heav'p ſtill guard, Lad love reward, the law- 
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If I were free at will to chuſe 
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1 HFighland laddie, My e r * Highland 

[FA 

: . nn een 
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| land laſs and her Highland laddie. 


To be the wealthieſt lawland lady, 
I'd take young Donald without trews, 
With bonnet blew, and belted plaidy. 
O my bouny, &c. 


The braweſt beau in burrow's-town, 


In a' his airs, with art made ready, 
Compar'd to him, he's but a clown; 
He's finer far in's belted plaidy. 

O my bonny, Oc. 
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_ Or benty hills with him I'll run, 

And leave my lawland kin and daddy; 
Frae winter's cauld, and ſummer's fun, 
He'll fereen me with his Highland plaidy. 
Way bonoy, 8 


A painted room, and filken bed,” "IR 
May pleaſe a lawland laird and lady; 
| But I can kiſs, and be as glad, 
Behind a buſh in's Highland plaidye”* 
O my bouny, &c. 805 

Few compliments between us paſs, 

T1 ca' him my dear Highland laddie, | 
And he ca's me his lawland laſs, 
 Syne rows me in beneath his plaidy. 
"-® wy bonny, Oe. 


| Nee greater joy Flt e'er pretend, 5 
Than that his love prove true and fieady, 
Like mine to him, which ne'er ſhall end, 


While heaven preſerves my- Highland * — 


* my benny, — 
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ſhe's ab - ſent, this ſor-row and fear; Or 


bſent, this ſor- row and fear. 


why when ſhe 
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3 - For ever, methinks, I with wonder could trace, 

I The thouſand ſoft charms that embelliſh thy face; 
Each moment I view thee, new beautics I find, 
Untamted with 8 by pride, 

native 


d humour, and virtue reſide; 
Pray heaven that virtue thy ſoul may ſupply 2 
With compaſſion for him who without thee muſt die. 


With thy face I am charm'd, but enſlav'd by thy mind. 


In" Av 
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SONG Xu. 
SINCE YOU MEAN TO HIRE. 
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Zinses you mean to hire for ſervicc, come with me, 


*** veſt, Vou can help to bring home harveſt, tend the 
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ſheep, and feed the hog. Farra diddle dol, Farra 


. . 


Hl: 


diddle dol, tol ti di tol di ti di tol dol del. 


7 With three crowns, your ſtanding wages, 
fi Fou ſhall daintily be fed; 255 

F Bacon, beans, ſalt-beef, and cabbage, 
| Butter, milk, and oaten bread. 
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Come, ſtrike hands, you'll live in clover, 


When we get you once at home; 

And when daily labour's over, 5 

We I all dance to your ſtrum * 
Farra diddle, Se 


Done, firike hands, I take your offer, 


Farther on I may fare worſe; 
_ Bn J can no longer ſuffer 


Hun ry guts and empty purſe. 
6  diddle, Oe. > 


Es ate ..+24 
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SONG 'CXIM. 
BY THE GAILY. 


By the r circling gs, We can ſee how mi- 
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, too ſoon, the bu - ſy day drives. us 
from our den a-way, What have we with x 
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? Sons i oFear care, twas made for you! Soneofeare 
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'twas made for vou! 
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By the filence of the owl, 
By the chirping on the thorn, 
By the butts that empty roll, 
| We force! the approach of morn, | 
Fill, chen, fill the vacant glaſs, 
Let no piecious moment flip; * 
Flout the mor:htizmg afs, 
3 aud entrance at the * 


SONG CNv. 
HIGHLAND MARC H. 
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| fought not in vain. Tho? no 
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1 of our garment ap- rove, Twas pre · ſent- ed by 


SPE == 


_ | Mars, at a ſe - nate 5 Jore, And when Pallas 


a ſmile and a nod. 


from his Wat 


No intemperate tables our finews unbrace 5 
8 Nor French faith nor French fopery, our country diſ- 
race: . | | FS 
Still the hoarſe ſounding pipe breaths the true martial 
ſtrain, e | 1 
And our hearts ſill the true Scottiſh valour retain. 
"Twas with anguiſh and woe, that, of late, we beheld 
Rebel forces ruth down from the hills to the field ; 
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For our hes devoted to George nd the Jews ; 
gp we'll fight, like true Britons, in liberty” g cauſe, 


But fill, at a diſtance from-Briton's lov'd . 
May her foes, i in confuſion, her mercy implore ! 
May her coafts ne'er with foreign invaſions be ſpread, 
Nor deteſted rebellion again raiſe it's head! 

May the fury of party and faQtion long ceaſe ! 
May our councils be wiſe, and our commerce increaſe! ' 
And, in Scotia's cold climate, may each of us find, 


That our friends ſtill prove true, and our r beauties prove 4 


_ 


8 0 N Go xcv. 
To the foregoing Tune. 


: 12 N the carb of old Gaul, wi? the 125 af old Rome, = 


From the heath- cover'd mountains of Scotia we come, 


Where the Romans endeavour'd our country to gain, 
But our anceſtors fought, and they fought not in vain. 
ZSiauch our love of liberty, our png and our laws, 


That, like our anceſtors of ol d by freedom's 
ceauſe; T 
We'll 4 fight, like heroes bold, for honour mt 
applauſe, 
And defy the French, with al their art, to alter our 
laws. 


No effeminate 1 our finews benen 

No luxurious tables enervate our race; 

Our loud · ſounding pipe bears the true martial Krain, 
So do we the old Scottiſh valour retain. | | 
Such our love, Se. 


. We're tall as the oak on the mount of the rale, 
Are ſwift as the roe which the hind doth affail : 
As the full moon in autumn our ſhields do appear, 
Minerva would dread to encounter our ſpear. | 
- Suck our love, Se. 


ee 


3 
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As a ſtorm in the ocean when Boreas blows, 

So are we enrag'd when we ruſh on our foes ; 

We ſons of the mountains, tremendous as ads. - | 
Daſh the force of our foes with our — ſtrokes. 
: Such our love, Ge. 5 
Quebec and Cape Breton, the pride of old W 
In their troops fondly boaſted, till we did advance; 


But when our claymores they faw us produce, 


| Thelr courage did fail, and they fu'd for a truce. 


Such our love, Sc. 


In our realm may the fury of faction * RY . 
May our councils be wiſe, and our commerce increaſe, 
And in Scotia's cold climate may each of us find, 

That _ * Gull youre true, and our beauties prove 
nd ; | 

Then we'll defend our liberty, our country, ,and our laws, 
And teach our late poſterity to fight in freedom's cauſe, 
That they, like our anceſtors bold, for honour and ape 


plauſe, 


5 thy dely the French and * to dey our c laws. 
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My Pede is © Sour go: He mint 6 | 


is ne - ver mos 5 His breath is ſweeter 


4 4 X A 


than new hay, His face is fair and rud- 


His ſhape is handſome, middle 
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4 W — 
, _ fize, He's ſtately in his wa'kin 
S E 
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| 055 | 


ſhining of his een bor. priſe, 
| 
4 to hear him ta-wking. 
E 1 5 
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Laſt night I met | kin on © bawk, 

Where yellow corn was growing, 

There mony a kindly word he ſpake, 
That ſet my heart a glowing. - 


He kiſs'd, and vow'd he wad be mine, 
And loo'd me belt of on 
That gars me like to fing . 
O corn rigs are bonny ! 


Ll 
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Let maidens of a filly mind 
Refuſe what maiſt they're wanting, 
Since we for yielding were deſign'd, 
We chaſtely ſhould be granting: 
Then Pl comply, and marry Pate, 
And ſyne my cockernony 
He's free to touzle, air or late, 

Where corn-rigs are bonny. 


SONG XCvI. 
4. To the foregoing Tune. 


p ORD, what care I for mam or dad? 


L Why let them ſcold and bellow 
For while I live I'll love my lad, 
He's ſuch a charming fellow. 


 _ "The laſt fair day, on yonder green, 


+ The youth he danc'd fo well, O, 


* So ſpruce a lad was never ſeen, 


As my ſweet charming fellow. 


The fair was over, night was come, 

I be lad was ſomewhat mellow; 

8 7 he, my dear. Pll ſee you home, 

I thank'd the charming fellow. 3 


You rogue, ſays I, you've ſtopp'd my breath, 


Te bells ring out my knell, O, 
== I'd die fo ſweet a death, 
ith ſuch a charming fellow. 


Says he, wy ſweeteſt Nell, O, 
I'I kiſs you here by this good light, 
Lord, what a charming fellow! 


You rogue, ſays I, you've ſtopp'd my breath, * 


Ye bells ring out my knell, O; 
Again I'd die ſo ſweet a death, 
ith ſuch a charming fellow. 


| We trudg'd along, the moon ſhone bright; 


2 


JJ . 
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SWEET ANNIE. 
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Sweet Awe Fe he ſca-beach came, Where 
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Jocky ſpeel'd the oof - ſel's ri Ah ? wha can 


has been; And whow 194 Iſs a - bout him 


"Snaps, He 1 think on Ante. his faith- ful a ane. 
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I met our wealthy laird peſtreen, 

Wwe gou'd in hand he tempted me, 
Fe prais d my brow, my rolling een, 
And made a brag of what he'd gi'e. 
What tho* my Jocky's far away, 

Toſt up and down the anſome main, 
Dll keep my heart anither day, 
Since Jockey may return again. 


Nae mair, falſe Jamie, ſing nae mair, 
And fairly caſt your pipe away; 

My Jocky wad be troubled fair, 

3 To ſee his friend his love betray : 
For a' your ſongs and verſe are vain, 
While Jocky's notes do fajthful flow ; 

My heart to him ſhall true remain, 
II keep it for my conſtant jo. 


Blaw ſaft, ye gales, round Jocky's head, 
And gar your waves be calm and ſtill; 
His hameward fail with breezes ſpeed, 
And dinna a' my pleaſure ſpill. 
What tho? my Jocky's far away, 
_ © Yet he will braw in filler ſhine; 
Vit keep my heart anither day, 
Since Jocky may again be mine. 
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WINTER, 
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A- den. ye groves, les, * plains, | - 
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See gloomy clouds = 


nature mourning lies. 


and thiekning rains ob. ſcure the a ring d ſkies. 
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See, ſee, from a-far, th' * with 
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FE” ſullen haſte ap - pear, See. winter comes, a 
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dreary form, to r the ; falling year. 
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No more the lambs with gameſome bound, 


Rejoice the gladen'd fight; 
No more the gay enamell'd ground, 
Or Syhan * delight. 
T bus lovely Nancy, — lov'd maid 3 
Es — charms muſt fail, 
9 Thy roſe muſt*droop the lilly fade, 
And winter ſoon prevail. 


Again the lark, ſweet bird of f day, 

3 y riſe on aftive —_ 
Again the ſportive herds may play, 
And hall reviving ſpring. 
But youth, my fair, ſees no return, 

_ pleaſing budble's.o'er, 

. Ja vain 30's fleeting joys you mourn, 


They fall to bloum no more. 


a gi'l, the time improve, 


Which art can ne'er regain, 

In bliſsful lceges of mutual love, 
With fome diſtinguiſh'd ſwain, 
| So ſhall life's ſpring, like jocund Mays 
. Paſs ſmiling and ſerene, 
Thus ſummer, autumn, glide away, 


Aud winter ſoon prevail. 


r 
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SONG C. 
A POX OF YOUR POTHER. 


EE pox of your pother about this or that; your 
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vol de rol lol. 
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Mankind are a medley, a chance medley race, 
All art in full cry to give dame Fortune chace ; 
There's catch as catch can, hit or miſs, luck's all, 
And luck's the beſt tune of life's Tol lol de rol, Cc. 


When Beauty her pack of poor lovers would hamper, 

And after Miſs Will- o' the-wiſp, the fools ſcamper ; 

Ding dong, in fing-ſong, they the lady extol, 5 
Pray what's all this fuſs for, but Tol lol de rol, &c. 


Pre done, pleaſe your worſhip, tis rather too long, 

I only meant life is but an old ſong ; 

The world's but a tragedy comedy droll, 
Where all act the ſcene of Tol lol de rol, Oc. 
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80NG cl. 


MY FOND SHEPHERDS. 
; My fond ſhepherds of late were ſo bleſt, Their 
| Ks 


fair aymphs were ſo "a py and rey, That each. 


night 5 went ſafely to reſt, And be mer- ar 
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1 thro' the 47. But ah! what a ſcene 
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Shall the tabor, the tabor no more Aike the cars 


- 


Shall the dance on the green be no more. 
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Will the flocks from their aftuees 6 led, 

Mluſt the herds go wild ſtraying abroad, 
Shall the looms be all ſtopp'd in each ſhed, 

And the ſhips be all . in each road, 

Muſt the arts be all ſcatter'd around, | 

And ſhall commerce grow ſick of it's tide, 
Muſt religion expire on the ground, 


And mall virtue fink down * her ide. 
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BCLs. Cll. 
TAK YOUR AULD CLOAK ABOUT ve. | 
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In winter when the rain rain'd cauld, and 


1] - ka hill, And Boreas with his 


* 
— — 


bo blaſts {xe bauld, was threat'ning a' our ky DO 
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kill, Then Bell my wife, wha lo' es na ſtrife, She 
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ſaid to me right haftily, get up gudeman, fave 


* | 
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= my | EE ITY er — 3 — 
Crummy's life, and tak your auld cloak a - bout 


— , ä — —— — * . 
F 2 


— 41 * the warld is a' run wrang, 
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My Crummie is a uſeful cow, 
And ſhe is come of a good kyne ; 

Aft has ſhe a the hes —_—_— 

And I am laith that ſhe ſhould tyne ; ; 
Get up, gudeman, it is fu ds 
The fun ſhines in the lift ſae hie; 

Sloth never made a s end, 
Go tak” your aul wud cloak about ye. 


Mx cloak was anes a good grey cloak, 

When it was fitting for my wear; 

But now it's ſcantly worth a groat, 

For I have worn't this thirty year; 
Let's ſpend the gear that we have won, 
We little ken the day we'll die; 

Then PU be proud, fince I have fworn 

— have a new cloak about me. - 


| In a when our ir King Robert rang, 
His trews they coſt but half-a-crown; 
He ſaid they were a groat o'er dear, 
"And ca'd the taylor thief and lown. 
He was the king that wore a crown, 
And thou the man of laigh degree, 
Tis pride puts a' the country down, 
Sae take thy auld cloak about ye. 


Erery land has it's ain laugh, T 
Ik kind of corn it has it's hool, 


When ilka Wen. man wad rule; — 
Do ye not ſee Rob, Jock, and Hab, x | 
As they are girded gallantly? 
While I fit burklen ; in the aſe, 


I'll have a new cloak about n me. 


| Gudeman, I wat *t15 thir years 
Since we did ane anither ken; 
And we have had between us twa 


Of lads and benny laffes ten: 


Nought's to be won at woman's hand, 
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Now they are women grown and men, 

1 wiſh and pray well may they be; 
And.if you prove a good huſband, 
F'en tak? your auld cloak about ye. 


Bell my wife, ſhe lo'es nae ſtrife; 
But ſhe wad guide me, if ſhe can, 
And to maintain an eaſy life, 


L aft maun yield, tho? I'm gudeman : 
Unleſs ye give her a' the plea: 


Then I'll leave aff where I began, 
And tak my auld cloak about me. 


K 1 
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SONG CI 


CHLORIS. 


AH! 


Ah! Chloris, cou'd I now but ' "if "Wb 


—— 


in 


get no hap · pi· neſs nor pain. 5 


ou'd be 
— 


= 
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1 the > ming day, I u - - tle 22 


that ri . ang fire, would take my reſt a- | 


; 1 | 
# ＋ wa — 

. 

? Your charts in harmleſs childhood lay, E 

| As metals in a mine ; | TA 

[ Age from no face takes more awax, 5 8 

| Than youth CU: crab d i In tuine: 7 | - Ih — 49 7 
Wnt” Þ 
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But s as your charms inſenſib 
jeir perfection preſe'd ; 

ou as unperceiv'd did "ig 
"MM center'd in my breaſt. 


| M — with your beauty grew, 
FN e Cupid at my heart, | 
Still as his mother favour'd you, 
Threw a new flaming dart. 
Each gloried in their wanton part; ; 
To make a lover, he 
2 25 2 the utmoſt of his art; 
o make a — . 


Dr 


rr 


| Who loves al 
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181 n moon that ſhines ſo bright, 


I ſwear, with reaſon, is my teacher ; 


And if my minute-glaſs runs right, 


We've time to drink another pitcher. 
Tis not yet day, tis not yet day, 
Then why ſhould we forſake good liquor ? 24 
Until the ſun-beams round us play, | 
Let's jocund puſh about the pitcher. 


They ſay that I muſt work all day, 


And ſleep at night, to grow much richer; 


But what is all the world can ſay, 
Compar'd to mirth, my friend, and pitcher. 


* not yet day, Cc. 8 bs 


Tho” one may boaſt a handſome wife, 


Yet ſtrange vagaries may bewitch her; 7 
Unvex'd I hve a cheerful life, 

And boldly call for *tother pitcher. 

"=" not yet day, D. 5 


I dearly love a hearty man, 5 


(No ſneaking milk-fop Jemmy Twitcher), 
a, and loves a glaſs, 

And boldly calls for 'tother pitcher. 

Lis not Jet day, Te. 
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SONG CV. 
YE SLUGGARDS. 


1 
2 * 
222 
— 


Ye Nuggards Tho cds your life-t time in i fleep 
* 


_ 8 


— — 


— 1 


88 and purſue the fleet hare, From life fo what 


"mY joy, ** what ey you * Si e'er could with | | 


a PR 


M LED. 
| c—— 


Ul 


4 
ark 
of 


1 HS, benen : . 


— — — 


. hunting — that e er could with hunt 


are, that e'er could with | 
2 F 3 ee | ! 


EI 
TI BY | . 
eee ee, de, wee de kee e e 
—̃ —-„—0 7 Bk ee e 


hunting compare, that e' er could with hunting com- 
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_ pare. When Phœ bus begins to enliven the morn, the 


. * en 4 ee Ws. 


n 4 3 


ME 


* — — ö — — — 


2 cho reſound, while weeks the ſweet echo reſound 


. | "Hl | TI 


th 


as ab ka at. PTR 


whilt woods the ſweet echo reſound. 


g But fportſmen, ye mortals, no 2 
While drunkards are pleas'd 1 in the] 10 Joys of the cup, 
And turn into day ev'ry 
c At the break of each morn 2 is up, 
Then quickly, my lads, to the foreſt repair, 
For who can, ye gods, feel a moment of care, 
Thus each morning, each day, in raptures, we paſs, 
But at night to refreſh with the bottle and glaſs, 
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The courtier, the 1 the p haxe a view, 3}F 


Nay ev'ry profe on the ame, 


But ſuch as accrue from the game. 


And bounds oꝰ er the lawns with delight. 9 5 


O'er hills, dales, and valleys let's fly, 

When each | Joy will another ſupply ? 

And defire no comfort to ſhare, 
— on the — of the bare. 
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8 ONG CM. 
ALLY CROAKER. 


penn ——TP 
„ WTO 
5 9” SCP 3 8” CP WI 2 


et A. 


wanted a wife to make him un - ea - ſy, Long 


FG | — 
e | h 
= _— A | ee 


999 ks had figh'd for dear Ally Croaker, 5 And thus | 


1 — 212 — 
the gentle youth be- ſpoke her, Will you marry me, 


e ee 


Nur, Ally Croaker. 
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This artleſs young man, juſt come from his ſchoolery, | 

A novice «young and all it's foolery; 2 
Too dull for a wit, too grave for a joker, 

And thus the gentle youth beſpoke her, 

Will you marry; Sc. 


enen wich the markers,” : * 


He rompt with the filter, he gam'd with the brother; 
He gam'd till he pawn'd his coat to the broker, 


Which loſt him the heart of his dear Ally Croaker, . 


Oh! the fickle, fickle Ally Croaker, 
Oh! the fickle Ally, Ally Croaker. 


To all ye young men who are fond of gaming, 


Who are 98 your money, whilſt others are favi ing, WW 


Fortune's a jilt, the de' il may choke her, 

A jilt more inconſtant than dear Ally Croaker, 
Oh! the inconſtant Ally Croaker, 
Ot: ! the inconſtant Ally, Ally Croaker. 


ol LL 


3 


411 
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80NG cvI. 
BIDE XE YET. 


. 


5 


Gin I had a wee houſe, and a canty wee fire, 


— 


\ 


bonny wee yardie, a - fide a wee burn, fareweel 5 
„ | < SET 


| 


ns 


—_—_. 


to the bodies that yammer and mourn. Sae hog ye 


. ; * bd 


* 


— * 


yet, and bide ye yet, ye little ken, what may betide | 


— 


you yet; ſome bonny wee body may be my lot, and 


—_ 
Py 
. + —=— 
. 6 HRS A To. 
; - 
— — 


PI ay be canty wi' thinking ot. 
5 
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When I gang afield, and come hame at e- en, 


El get my wi wific fu' neat and fu” clean, 
And a bonny wee bairnie upon her knee, 
That will cry Papa or Dady to me. 
8 And bide ye yet, &c. 


And if there ſhould happen ever tobe 

A diff rence a'tween. my wi wifie and me, 

In heart good humour, altho' ſhe be teaz'd, 

PU Kiſs er, 3 clap her, until ſhe be pleas'd. 
And bide ye yet, Se. | 


SONG CVIIL 
WHEN LATE I WANDER'D. 


— 


When ine I ne try 0 er he Plain, From ny mph 


5 28 h 


— 
ar, to rally, My wild de - fires to rally. 


5 — 


1 


== 


— _—_ , — 


— — — ö — — — 


But now they 'r re — hemſe — 


7 5 | 
K — — — - — — 
— — — — — a ——— 


in Sally, They centre all i 


8 vet "ſhe, unkind one, 3 my joy, 
And erties I court but to . . 
C.aan love with ruin tally ? 
. By thoſe dear lips, thoſe eyes, I ſwear, 
1 Aur all deaths, all torments bear, 
b Rather than injure Sally. 


Come cha O come, thou 8 far, 
Than violets and roſes are, - 
Or lillies of the valley; 
O follow love, and quit your fear, 
He'll guide you to theſe arms, my dear, 
And make me bleſt in Sally. 
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| SONG CIX. 

3} RULE, BRITANNIA. 

| e 

C a When Brizi, 6 . 111. at Heav' n's command, 
: == = 


— 


—— 


: | When Britain firſt, 


at Heav'n'scemmand, 


dog nes - from out the a - zure main; | 


_— 


J __ aroſe from K —_— © je a- zure main; 


| " nol from cut - - the a- zure Ds: 


This 


3 
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was the charter, the charterof theland, and guardian 


— ————_——____< 


— — 7 8 5 


* 
— 


I» 2 


waz the charter, the charterof the land, and wi | -1 


1 
angels - - ſung this ſtrain; 
1 en eee 6 4 
_ 1 — 5 — — | — | 
Britannia, rule the wavcs, Britons ne - - - ver » 
2 
f 


| ſhall be flares. 8 ii - 


— 
* 
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The "nations, ( not ſo bleſt as thee) 
Muſt, in their turns, to tyrants fall; 
Muſt, in their turns, to tyrants. fall; 
Whill thou ſhalt flouriſh—ſhalt flouriſh * and free, 
The dread and envy of them all. 

Rule Britannia, Sc. 


Stil more majeſtic ſhalt thou riſe, 
More dreadful, from each foreign Rroke ; 
More dreadful, from each foreign ſtroke;  - 
As the loud blaſt that—lond blaſt that tear the ſkies, 
Serve but to root the native oak. 
©0545. Britannia, Oe . 


| | The haughty tyrants ne'er r ſhall tame. 

All their atterapts to bend thee down, 

All their attempts to bend thee down, 

Will but arouſe thy—arouſe thy gen'rous lame, 
But work their woe, and thy renown. 


Rule Britannia, &c. 


To thee belongs the — reign; 
Thy cities ſhall with commerce ſhine, | 
Thy eities ſhall with commerce thine ; 
And thine ſhall be the—ſhall be the ſubject main; 
And ev'ry fhore it circles, thine. 
Rule Britannia, Cc. 


The Muſes {till with freedom ſound, 
Shall to thy happy coaſts repair, 

hall to thy happy coaſts repair : 

Bleſt iſle! with matchleſs—with matchleſsbeau: ty crown! 'd, 

And manly hearts to. ard the Fair. 

; Rule Britannia, £ Ic. 


Pl 
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SONG CX. 
To the foregoing Tune. 


HEN earth's foundation firſt was laid, 
By the Almighty Artiſt's hand, 
By the Almighty Artiſt's hand, 
Twas then our perfect our perfect laws v were made, 
Eſtabliſh'd by his ſtrict command. 
Hail! myſterious—hail! glorious Maſonry, 
That makes us ever great and free. 


As man throughout for ſhelter ſought, 
In vain from place to place did roam, 
la vain from place to Place did roam, 
Until from heaven from heaven he was taught 
Jo plan, to build, and fix his home. 
Hail! mytterious, c. | 


From hence illuftrious roſe our art, 
And now it's beauteous piles appear, 
And now it's beauteous piles appear, 
Which ſhall to endleſs—to endleſs time impart, 
How worthy and how great we are. 
Hail! my ſterious, Sc. 


Nor we, leſs fam'd for ev Ty tye, | 
By which the human thought is bound, 
By wuich the human thought is bound, 
Love, truth, and friendſhip—and friendthip ſocially, | 
Doth join our hearts and hands around. | 
Hail! myſterious, Oc. 


Oiur actions, ſtill by virtue bleſt, 
And to cur precepts ever true, 
And to our precepts ever true, 
The world admiring, —admiring, ſhall requeſt 
To learn, and our bright paths purſue. 
Hail! myſterious—hail ! glori« us Maſonry, 
That makes us great, and good, an! free. 
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SONG CII. 
Vo BODY. 


If to force me to ſing, it be your inten- 


. IDED 


Chorus. 


| = | | | 
No, no body, = no body, No body, 


_ = fuging I'm | no > body, That” s the firſt proof: 


no body, no body, no. 


r 


When 


\ 
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No body's s a name every body will own, 
When ſomething they ought to be aſham'd of have done; 
"Tis a name well apply'd to old maids and young beaus, 
What they were intended for, no my knows. 

No, no body, Ce. 


= negliy gent ſervants ſhould china-plate crack, 
The fault is ſtill laid on poor no body's back; 
If accidents happen at home or abroad, 
When no body's blam'd for it, is not chat odd ? 
No, no body, Se. 


No body can tell you the ods that are play d, 
When no body's by, betwixt maſter and maid ; 
She gently crys out, Sir, they'll ſome body hear us, 
He ſoftly replies, my — no V s near us. 
No, no 5 Se. 


But big with child proving, ſhe's quickly diſcarded, 
— are granted, no body's rewarded; 
And when ſhe's examin'd, crys, mortals, forbid it, 
Tf I'm got with child, it was no body did 5 
No, no body, Sc. 


When by ſtealth the gallant the wanton wife ha 
The huſband affrighten'd, and thinks it is thieves; 

He rouſes himſelf, and crys loudly, Who's there ? 
The wife pats his cheek, and ſays, no body, dear. 

5 No, no body, —_—_ 


Enough now of no bad ſure hes deen fung, 

Since no body's mention'd, nor no body's wrong*d; 

I hope, for free ſpeaking, I may not be blam'd, 

Since no body's 32 nor no body's nam d 
Na, no body, & * 
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SONG CXIL 


THE MAID IN BEDLAM. 
5 .. a 


LS 


pant BET 


— 


And eruel, cruel, was the ſhip, that bore my love from me, 
Vet I love his parents, fince they're his, although they've 
ruin d me. SE a 
For I love my love, c. 


= 
ful - ly did ing, les chains ſhe rattl'd on her a 


* | I. 


nn Ok! cruel were his parents, who ſent my love to fea 


, yy 
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O! | ſhould it pleaſe the pitying pow'rs, to call me to 
the ſky, | 


I'd claim a guardian angel's charge around my love to fly, 


For to guard him from all — how — ſho 1 a 
I be? 3 


8 For I love my love, Cc. 


Pl make a ſtrawy garland, I'll make it wondrous fine, 
With poſes, lillies, daiſies, Pl mix the eglantine : | 
And I will preſent it to wy love, when be returns from 

em. 
For 1 love my love, Tc 


0 if I were a little bird, to build upon his . 
Or if I were a nightingale, to fing my love to reſt; 


To = upon his lovely eyes, all my rew ard ſhould he. 
For I love my love, &c. 


- Oifl webe a an eagle, to ſoar into the iy, | 
I'd gaze around, with piercing eyes, where 1 my love 
| might ſpy : | 
But ah unhappy maiden, that love you ne'er ſhall ſee. | 
| Let L love' my love, Se. 


Whilt thus ſhe ſung, lamenting, her love was come e on | 
ſhore, | 


He heard ſhe was in Bedlam : then aid 1 alk no more; 


But ftraight he flew to find her, while thus replied he: 
1 love my love, Se. 


0 bir, do not affright me: are you my love, or not ? 
Yes, yes, my deareſt Molly; I fear'd I was forgot. 


But now I'm come to make — for all your injury, 


And I love my love, & 
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"PONG. em. _ 
GRAMACHREE MOLLY. 
Te the foregog Tune. 


8 down on — 8 banks I fra 'd, one evening 

5 in May, 

The little birds, in blytheſt notes, made * ev'ry foray: 

They ſung their little notes of love; they ſung them 
_ ofer and o'er. 


Ah Stamachree, mo challcenonge, mo Molly aſtore, 


The dnify pied, and all the ſweets the dawn of nature 


yields; 


The primroſe pale, the vi'let * lay ſeatter'd o'er the 


fields; 3 


Such fragrance in the bot owl lies, of her whom I adore, 2 


Ah! 63 * 


I laid me down upon « deal, 8 my ſad fate, 
Tat doom'd me thus the flave of love, and cruel Mol- 
Ip's hate. 


How cau ſhe break the honeſt heart, that wears [ker in | 


it's core ? 
Ah! gramachree, Kc. 


Yeu ſa d you low d me, Molly dear; ; ah | ! why did I be- 


lieve? 


Vea, who could think ſuch tender words were meant but 


to deceive? 


That love was all I aſd on earth; ; nay heav” n could 3 


ive no more. 


Ah! gramachree, & c. 


0 
0 
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Oh! had I all the lacks that graze on yonder yellow hill, | 
Or low'd for me the num'rous herds, that yon green 


| paſtures fill, 
Wich her Llove i'd gladly are my kine and fleecy ſtore, 
Z gramachree, &c. 


: Two turtle doves, above my head, fat courting « on 2 


bough, | 
TI envy'd them their happineſs to ſee them bill and coo; 


Such fondneſs once for me ſhe ſhew'd, but now; alas! 
tis O er, | 


Ah! gramachree, Kc. 


5 Then, fare thee well, my Molly dear ? thy loſs [ ain 5 


ſhall moan, 


Whilſt life remains in Strephon- 8 heart, "twill beat for 


thee alone. 


| Tho! thou art falſe, may heav'n on thee it's 2 bleſ- | 


ſings pour! 
Ab! gramachree, Se. 


SONG. cxrv. 


Ts the foregoing Tm. 
AD Ia heart for falſehood fram'd, 1 ac'er r could i in- 


jure you; 


anne Jour tongue no 3 claim'd, your chance 


wou'd make me true, 


To you no ſoul ſhall bear deceit, no "EL! offerwrong ; 
But friends in all the ag'd * meet, and lovers in Fs: 


young. 


: But when they learn that you have bleſs'd another with | 


your heart, 
They'l bid aſpiring paſſion reſt, and act a brother's part, 


den, lady, dread not their deceit, no fear to ſuffer wrong; 


For friends in all the ag'd you'll meet, aud brothers! in 
** young. 
| T | 3 : 
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— THE BOTTLE. 3 
1 hn 8 = VE 
— 


a 


+ 


treſs Pre fouud to my mind ; I en-joy her by 


= 


- Sn. : @ — FS 


night and by day, yet ſhe grows ſtill more — | 


A . Ye: - Mw”. . 
and kind: Of her beauties I ne- ver am cloy d. 


—. — — — 


0 | by 
* = : 


tho I conſtantly ſtick by — ſide, nor deſpiſe 


12 
1 


her becauſe ſhe's en - joy'd by a legion of lo- 


vers be. ſide; For tho' thouſandsmay broach her, 


s 
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may drevch wy may broach TY By Jore 1 


ys 


_ 
= 
i. — —— . : 
- 
— — — 
„ * 


— 


feel neither envy nor 'fpleen, nor jealous can prove 


* = ==} * 
— | — 
of the miſtreſs I love, For a bottle, 9 


| bottle, 


a bottle? s the mittreſs 1 mean, Nor 


jealous can prove of the miſtreſs I love, for a 


| "7 IY = | 


— —— 
— — 
* 
5 — £ 
7 — — = 


2 a bore a2 @ hottle's the miſheſs 


* 
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Should I try to deſcribe all her merit, 

- With her praiſes I ne'er ſhould have done; 
She's brimful of ſweetneſs and ſpirit, 
And ſparkles with freedom and fun: 

Her ſtature's majeſtic and tall, 


7 And tapef her boſom and waiſt, 


Her neck long, her mouth round and ſmall, 
And her lips how delicious to taſte ! 
For tho', Oc. 8 e 


You may graſp her with eaſe by the middle, 
- Tobe open'd how val} her delight, 
And yet her whole ſex is a riddle,, 
Tou never can ſtop her too tight? 
When your inſtrument you introduce, 

To her circle and magical power, 
Pop away from within flies the juice, 
And d 


Fn oh 
But the ſweeteſt of raptures that flow 


From the bountiful charmer I prize, 
Is fure when her head is laid low, 


And her bottom's turn'd up to the ſkies: 


Stand to her and fear not to win her, 
She'll never prove peeviſh or coy, 
And the farther and deeper you're in her, 
The fuller ſhe'll fill you will joy. _ 

3 , 

Thus naked and claſp'd in my arms, 
With her my ſweet moments I'd ſpend, 
And revel the more on her charms, 


When I ſhare her delight with a friend: : 


Io divinity, phyſic, or law, Elm 
Her favours / gat ſhall grudge, | 
Tho' each night ſhe may make a faux pas 
With the biſhop, the dector, or judge, 
.- For the”, Sc. 


a: 


our ſenſes are drown'd in the ſhower. 


A 


ol AL 


mm 
SONG CXVI. 
: JAMIE GAY. © 


Affe cuoſo. 3 
— 1 * 4 
As Jamie Gay gae'd W his way, A- 
2 . 


SEES J 


— 


as e-ver was, came tripping o'er the 


| y The hear - ty FH un- 3 8 
— —f—XK 
. 22. Tr 


feign - , the Ns 3 ſur- 


[a  þ 
vey d; and, * of glee, as lad could be, 
=== | 
L 011 


be ſpoke the ning” maid. 


+ oF 


Li 
o 
2 
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Dear laſſie, tell, why by thy · ſell 
Thou lonely wander'f here? 

My ewes, ſhe cry'd, are ſtraying wide; 
Canſt tell me, laddie, where? 

To town I hie, he made reply, 
Some pleafing ſport to fee : 


| Bat thou'rt ſa neat, fo trim, ſo ſweet, 


PH ſeek thy ewes with thee. 


| She gave her hand, nor made a 164 


But lik'd the youth's intent : 
O'er hill and dale, o'er plain and vale, 
__ Right merrily they went. 
The birds ſang ſweet, the pair to greet, 
And flow'rets bloom'd around ; 
And as they walk'd, of love they talk d., 
And lovers j joys when crown'd. | 


And now the ſun had rate to noon, 
The zenith of his power, 


When, to the ſhade, their ſteps oy made, 
LI o paſs the mid-day hour. 
: | The bonny lad row'd in his plaid, 


The laſs, who ſcorn'd to frown : 
She ſoon forgot the ewes ſhe ſought, 
And he to bang to town. 
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ALL YE WHO WOU'D WISH. 


learn how the affair's to be done; For 


you ſtand fooling aud ſhy, like an aſs, you'll looſe . 


— — . 


| 0. n > You'll looſe her, as | ove as a 


A 


5 5 
— — 
ü —— —_ — 
* 


1 


With whining, and ſighing, and vows, and all that, 
As far as you pleaſe e you may run; 

She'll hear you, and jeer you, and give vou a pat, 
But jilt you, jilt you, 

Shell jilt you, as ſure as a gun. 
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To works, and call her bright goddeſs is fine, 
But mark you the conſequence, mum: 
The baggage will think herſelf realy divine, 
Aud ſcorn you, ſcorn you, 


She'll ſcorn you as ſure as a gun. 


Then be with a maiden bold, frolic, and font, i 
And no opportunity ſhun ; 

She'll tell you ſhe hates you, and ſwear ſhe'll cry out. 

But mum mum 

But mum —ſhe s as ſure ; as a gun. 
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HE STOLE MY TENDER HEA RT AWAY. 


8 = 


. 


me in the grove, and told me tender tales of 


2 
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love Was ever ſwaia ſo blythe as he, kind, 
| 1 ＋ — + . 


ſo faithful, | 


and ſo free, in ſpite of all ay 


— ö 


—— 


friends cou'd ſay, young Colin ſtole my heart away, in 


= 


ſpite of all my friends cou'd 


ee 


. . 
— — | _ 
ſay, young Colin ſtole my 


— 


heart away. 


When ere he trips the meads along, 
He ſweetly joins the woodlark's ſong; 
And when he dances on the green, 
There's none ſo blythe as Colin ſeen : 
If he's but by I nothing fear, 
For I alone am all his care ; 


Then ſpite of all my friends can fay, 
He's ſtole my tender heart away. 


My mother chides when ere I roam, 
And feems ſurpris'd I quit my home: 
But ſhe'd not wonder that I rove, 


Did-ſhe but feel how much 1 love; 


Full well I know the gen'rous ſwaia, 


Will never give my boſom pain; 


IT Then ſpite of all my friends can ſay, 
He's ſtole my tender heart away, 
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SONG CXIX. 
THE YOUNG MAN's WISH. 
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Free from the butts Taal ſtrife, Of this % 


| ſhort va rie - ga - — like, O bes me cfpcnd my a- 


In rural ſweetaeſs with a Friend, To whom my 


F 


A. 


w_ I may aubend, Nor cenſure, heed or — 


8 2 


— 


Nor cenſure, heed, 4 praiſc. 


| Riches bring —— af not wealth, 
Let me enjoy but peace and health, 
I envy not the great; 
Tis theſe alone can make me bleſt, 
The riches take of eaſt and weſt, 
I claim not the'e or ſtate. 


FEES: 
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Tho' not extravagant nor near, 


But through the well ſpent checker'd year, 


I'd have enongh to live; 

To drink a bottle with a friend. 

Aſſiſt him in diſtreſs, ne'er lend, 
Blut rather freely give. 


I too would wiſh, to ſweeten life, 
A gentle, kind, good natur'd wife, 
Loung ſenſible and fair, 
One who could love but me alone, 
Prefer my cot to &er a throne, | 
And tooth my every care. 


Thus happy with my wife and fiend, 


2 "> ba I cheerfully would ſpend, 


ith no vain thoughts oppreſt; 
If heav'n has bliſs for me in ſtore, 
O grant me this, I aſk no more, 
And I am truly bleſt. 


. 
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THE THING. 
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1. . Fine ſongſters apologies too often uſe, when 


5 


f _— 


= 1 * 


1 


1 


e e 


. ee 


gn 


>” on Pm ready to fing ; With hums, or with 


— — 


he haws ne'er Fg to refuſe And ll Sirs, 1 rn 


* you the thine, 


Conceited our hom arm in arm walk the ſtreet, 
5 In idleneſs take their full ſwing ; 
| Each levels his glaſs, when a lady they meet, 
\ Aud if handſome, oy ow ſhe's the thing. 
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Thus at Smithfield, the Jocky will commend, | 
What a ſhape, mL age 1 25 
He's ſound, wind and limb, en the word of a friend, 
And for ſpirits—he's really the thing. 


With faile of ſelf-intereſt, the landlord imparts, 
Burt-entire I always do bring; 

Old Ringo, I draw, that will cheriſh your hearts, | 
Azad in flavour indeed 'tis tis the thing. 


N See with oc houſe - ns 
t I 


r au they ev'ry air, 
— 


* 
. 
21 0 


E nn 1 
oY — . 
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K The bauen wth Joy views the hrs in full ped, 
With . — 
"And in tranſport he cries tis the thing: . 


The ber own perſon conſults in the 0 | = 
a . bs 5 . 
r 
__ ae 2s — the thing. 


8 Jack Far hen gr glee to the garden will kel, 


3 Sirs, of ſomething like —g 3 © Hh: 
There boards on Moll Tenkin, nad Conan by his ou, 
_ © Shes rig'd fore and aft, quite the thing. 


ö The ggg takes rims te menking i l. 


— 1 ＋ — 5 
© probing and bee? is the thing, = 


But c d in the arma of a natur'd 
Wick wont embraces we elng pair 
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THE BRITISH GRENADIERS. 


of Alezander, and fome of Here 


-» 
ED 


tw of Conon, and Lede, " and fame des { 


hos. op n re eg — 
- — 22222 ks 
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— 
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. but of al As abravcheroes there "none 


LS 5 ——— —— [I CEE 
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2222 ä 
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that can —— „ with, a tow, row, row, row, row,'to. 


: tte B ritiſh > greaadiers But of all the world'sbrave_ 
© | 


— — 


„ DES ©: Mit ML? LORE 8 


FI IF 


| hetoes, there s none that can compare, with a tow 
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Nene of e . eber ſaw a cannon ball, 
Or knew the force of powder to ſlay their foes withal ; 
But our brave boys do know it, and baniſh all their fears, 
With a tow, row, row, 28 ous the Britiſh N 
But our brave * 


When e' er we are 3 to nenn the — = 


Our leaders march with fuſees and we with hand grenades 


We throw them from the glacis about our enemies ears, = 


| With 2 tow, row, row, row, row, the Britiſh — 
| We throw them, Ee. 


The god of war was Meals, ant great Bellona ſmiles, 
To ſee theſe noble heroes, of our Britiſh ifles; 


And all the gods celeſtial, 2 — — ſpheres, 


Beheld with admiration the Britt 
es And all the goods celeftal, 


Then let us crown a bumper, and drink A LPN to thebs; 


Who carry caps and —_— wear the louped cloaths, | 


May they and their commanders, live 1 5 all their years, 
With a tow, row, row, row, row, the 


May they 8 their 9 Se. 


2 


W 


tiſh grenadiers. j 
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SONG CXXIL 
ONE BOTTLE MORE. 


— 


a 2 


Aſſt me ye lads, who have hearts void of guile, 


* 


i 1 


* 


the door, 
1 


in the praiſes of old Irel: 


| to ſing 


1 Where true ho-ſpi-ta-li-ty 


And friendſhip detains us for one bottle more, 


Dy” Co. 


more, arrah, one bottle more, And 


one — 


| * ant aaty Ferderr | 
Sede and one rogue, we re tne an invere, 
For if but one bottle nemain'd in our ftore, 

We have generous hearts, to give that bottle more. 


u Candy's, in Church-fireet, I of a let * 
=. Of fix T2 Mlades who together had met — 
| Pour bottles a 


—— — 


Our bill being paid, Lt tne. - 
For friendſhip Ei. each man by the heart; 


Where the lea#t touch you — — 
And the whack from tiilela, brought fix bottles more. . 


| flow Phebus had ſhone thro? our window ſo bright, 


| Quite happy to view his bleſt children of light, 


| So we parted, with hearts neithe ſore, 
Le net night brink war- bad. more. 
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IE 
Ex L m * 8 

5 kd *tis — eee no 
| That of gravie, wont one ſingle drop. 
5 1 — 
That wont let a poor man gang about kis dan. 


M great guts, and little guts, is burnt to a cinder ; 
Asa bot burning hls burns a diſhelout to tinder, 

ot ſalamander is toaſted, 
Þy the bean of your cheeks, ke mptton I ar roaſted, 
| O love, Ee. | 


Gums all y young men, who after ladies dandle, 
I'm a duck's-foot, fing d over a candle, 
= _— 525 'tother, I'm treated uncivil, 5 

& am pepper d, and then made a Devil. 
love, Co 
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SONG CXXIV. 
 _ TWEED SIDE. 
ſ oY ne . 
1 What beauties does Flora dif - cloſe, How 
__ 222 = 112 2 2 A | 
| 2 _ 2 
— — 
miles up- on Tweed, yet Mary's 
—— 
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4 till fweet-er than thoſe, both na-ture and 
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. 


a he gr tar, 
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ſweet bluſhing ns ner 


I 3 


of the field, Nor Tweed = gent - ly - 


1 
eee ee 1 2 
LE - 
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5 thro” thele, ſuch beau-ty and pleaſure does x: 
2 | 3 
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1 —— | | 


2 * 
— 


— — 


— 


—— 


5 
14 


238 THE MUSICAL 
The warblers are heard in tht grove, ; | . 

Ihe linnet, the lark, and the thruſh, | 1 

The blackbird and ſweet cooing dove, . 8: 
With muſic enchant every buſh. i i 
Come, let us go forth to the mead, 1 

Let us ſee how the primroſes ſprin 3 | gl 

3 We'll lodge in ſome village on Twe D | | 
4 And love while the fcather'd folks fing, „ 


| How does my love paſs the lang day ? 

Does Mary not tend a few ſheep? 

Do they never carleſsly ftray 

While happily ſhe lies r= 

Tweed? s murmurs ſhould lull her afleep 
Kind nature indulging my bliſs, 

To relieve the ſaft pains of my breaſt, 
P'd ſteal an ambrofial 


Tis the does the virgin . - = = 
| beauty wit | EP 
Love's — around 28 3 „ 
She's faireſt where thouſands are fair. | 
Say, charmer, where do the flocks firay, 
Oh ! tell me at noon where they feed ; LEG © 
__ ſeek them on ſweet winding Tay, | 
; lealanter * of the weed. 2 
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SONG exxv. 
To the foregoing Tune. 


HEN 


5 Nae lintwhite on all the gay plain, 


Nor goudſp ink ſae bonny as ſhe. 


£ I whiſtled, I pip'd, and I ſang, 


I woo'd, but I came nae great ſpeed, | 


Therefore I maun wander abroad, 


And lay my bases over the Tweed. 


To Maggy my love I did tell, 


Saut tears did my paſhon expreſs; 


Alas! for I ed har o'er well. 


And the women lo'ed fic a man leſs. | 
Her heart, it was frozen and _ | 
Her pride had my rum decreed, 


Therefore I will wander abroad, 


* my banes far _ — Tweed. 


Maggy and me were acquaint, 


* 
* 
my 
— 
: 4 
* 
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- SONG CXXVI. 
5 FOR AND TWENTY FIDDLERS. 


* I N 
- 


& twenty fd - lers all on a row, there was fiddle fad- - 
— 2 & BS: | 


— * — — 5 
22 . 
= | — 


die fiddle and my double damme ſemi quible dawa = 


fore let us be- mer-ry. 


5 rub a dub ho rub a dub fiddle faddle, c. 
r 


R 5 3 Four and twenty trumpeters all on a row, there was 


tantara rara tantara rera hey rub a dub, c. 


3 4 Four and twenty coblers all on a row, there was ſtab 
awland cobler and cobler and ſtab awl tantara rera, c. 


＋ 


' —— 
ae, ah — 3 
| POO ee wank 


2 Four and twenty drummers all on a row, there was hey 


= * * - 
Sr on oe. * 


ee 
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5 F ar and nent ſenciag maſters all on row, there was 
1 e and teirce down at heel cut him aeroſs, 


puſh cart 


Rab awl and cobler, c. 


6 Four and twenty captains all on a row, there was Oh! 
dn me kick him down ſtairspuſh carte and teirce, Nc. 


7 Four twenty parſons all on a rw, there was Lord 


have mercy upon * O d—n me kick him down 


fairs, Sc. 


8 Four and twenty tay lors all ona a row, one care alouſe, 
another let it looſe and another cried knock him down : 


with the gooſe, Lord have merey upon us, Cc. 


9 Four and twenty barbers all on a row, there was bag 
whigs, ſhort bobs, toupees, long ques, ſhave for a 


penny, Oh d—r'd hard times two ruffles and ne' er 


a ſhirt, one caught a louſe, Cc. 


ro Four and twenty Quakers, all on a row, there, was 
Abraham begat Iſaac, and Iſaac 7 Jacob, and 
Jacob peopled the twelve tribes of I 


| wigs, ſhort bobes, toupees, long ques, ſhave for a 


penny, Oh d—n'd hard times two ruffles and ne'er 


a ſhirt, one caught a louſe, another ler it looſe, and 
another cried knock him don with the gooſe, Lord 


have mercy upon us, Oh d—n me kick him down 


| Rairs, puſh carte and teirce, down at heel cut him 
acroſs, ſtab aw] and cobler, and cobler and ſtab aw], 
dantara rera, tantara rera, hey rub a dub, ho rub a 
dub, fiddle faddle fiddle and my deuble damme ſemi 


quibble down below, It is my lady” 5 * there · : 


tore let us be merry. 


el, with bag 


1 
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" - SONG CXxvIL. 
THE LASS OF PEATIE's MILL. 


nnn. 


The laſs — Peatie's mill, So bon- 


5 *I — and ag In ti af” all ho 
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Her arms, white, round, and ſmooth ; 


Breaſts riſing in their dawn; 


: To age it would give youth, 


To preſs them with his hand. 


Through all my ſpirits ran 


An extaſy of bliſs, 


When I ſuch ſweetneſs fand, 


Wrapt in a balmy kiſs. 


Without the help of art, 


Like flow'rs which grace the wil, 
Her ſweets ſhe did impart, 

Whene'er ſhe ſpoke or ſmil'd. 
Her looks, they were ſo mild, 

Free from affected pride, 


She me to love beguiPd ; 


I wiſh'd her for my bride. 
op X ij 


Nen 


| O had all that wealth 


8 
8 
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-. Hoptouns high mountains fill, 


Inſur'd long life and health, 


And pleaſure at my will; 
Pd. promiſe, and fulſil, | RS” ES 


That none but bonuy ſhe, 
The lais of Peatie's mill, e 
Should ſhare the ſame with me. 


SONG CXXVIIL 
FROM THE EAST BREAKS THE MORN, 


| From the eatt breaks the morn, ſee the ſun beams a- 


« 


* 


* ; : L | £3 . - | 
The wild heath and the mountains ſo high, 


Shrilly opes the ſtaunch hound, the ſteed: neighs to 


. 


— — 


* ——— 
Pat _ 1 


the ſound, And the floods and the valleys re - - - -- - - 
E 
vn 


| SR ply, And the floods and the valleys re-p!y. 1 


Our forefathers, ſo good, 
Prov'd their greatneſs of blood, 
By encount'ring the pard and the boar, 
Ruddy health bloom'd the face, 
Age and youth urg'd the chace, 
And taught woodlands and foreſts to roar. 


Hence of noble deſcent, | 
Hills and wilds we frequent, 
Where the boſom of nature's reveaPd, * 
_ Tho! in life's buſy day, ; 
Man of man make a prey, 


Still let ours be the prey of the field. 


With the chace in full fight, 
Gods how great the delight, 
Ho our A ſenſations refine, 
| Ty Where is care, where is fear, 
| 


| Like the winds in the rear, | 
And the man's loſt in ſomething divine. 


Now to horſe, my brave boys, 
# Lo each pants for the joys, 

A That anon ſhall enliven the whole, 
Then at eve we'll diſmount, 
TIoils and pleaſures recount, 

f And renew the chace over the bowl. 


| 5 | uh 
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SONG cxxIx. 3 
To the foregoing Tune. 


ET gay ones and great, 
Make the moſt of their fate, 
From pleaſure to pleaſure they run. 
Well who-cares a jot, 


LI T envy them not, N 
While I have my dog and gua. I . N 


For exerciſe ar . 

To the field I repair, 
With ſpirits unclouded and light : +: - | 
_ The bliſſes I find . Y 
- = {tings leave behind, | 
But health and diverſion unite. 
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RAIL NO MORE. 7 
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72 1 E n aer. e 
the bowl ſupplies; Sound it g am, and fill your 


- ; — — 


| glaſſes, Wiſdom at the bottom liew — Fill them 


higher, {till and higher; Shallow draughts perplex 


IE ASHS 5 


ire th 


pers light it up ag — 


5 * 


5788 


u. Sipping quenches all our fire, Bumpers 
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Draw the ſcene for wit and pleaſure ; "Ri 


Enter jollity and joy; 


. we for thinking have no leiſure; 


Manly mirth is our employ. 


Since in life there's nothing certain, 


We'll the preſent hour engage; 


And, when death ſhall drop the curtain, | 
Wik * wen quit the ſtage. . 


TEE PLOWMAN. | Il 


% 


* 
r 


is e-ver true, O, His N tied below his knee, 


his bonnet it is bi. * 


_— ————p———=f—; 
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Chorus. | 
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bs 
Then vp wi't a' 


FR 
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my plowman lad, O hey, the merry plowman, o 


of 
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| 259 the fads that e*er I ſaw, commend me to the 
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— 
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As I was walking i in a geld, 
I chanc'd to meet a plows, 
I told him I would learn to till, e 
If that he would prove true man. 8 
Then up wi't a', Se. 


lle ſaid, my dear, take you no fear, 
But I will do my beit, =—_— EG 
I'll Rudy for to pleaſure thee, ́ GI. 
As have done the reſt, O. 
Then up wit a'. . 


My ouſen they are ſtout and good, 
As ever labour'd grouad, 01 
The foremoſt ox is lang and ſma', 
The others firm and round, O. 
ö Then up wi't a Sc. 


B 5 he with foced did yoke his plough, 
. Ad with a gad was driven, 
But when he came between the ſtilts, 
He thought he was in heaven. 
Then up wi't a', Oc. | 


The foremoſt ox fell in a fur, 
The other's then did founder, 


1 
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The plowman lad he breathleſs grew, 
In troth it was nae wonder. 
Then up oy t a', Sc. 


Plowing once 9 a hill, 
Helo there was a done, _ 
Which gard the fire flee fracthe ſock, 
| The plowman gied a rane, Ol 
Then up writ a', Se. 


'Tis I have tilled meikle exon, 
I've plowed faugh and fallow, 
He that will not drink the plowman' 8 health, 
Is but a ſaucy fellow. 
Then up WEE, Of. 


= 
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SONG CXXXII. 
COME ON, MY BRAVE TARS. 
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tm 


ee, . 
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Come on my brave tars, letis away to the wars, 


| _— ” "© - 
2 


— — 


r 
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no we've beat Spain, let us try this campaign, Te 


* 5 A 
— — — — 1 += 
humble the pride of old France, my brave boys, to hum- 
8 — | £ 5 2 
— — 
HE — 


ble the pride of old France. 


a William, brave prince, 
A true blue ev'ry inch, 
Who will honour th' Muſtrious | name I 
| May he conqueror be 

er our empire the ſea, 
And trauſmit Britiſh laurels to fame, 
My brave boys, Oc. 
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Three heroes combin'd, 
When the dons they could find, 


Vied who ſhould Le foremoſt in battle; 


By no lee ſhore affrighted, 


Altho' they're benighted, 


They made Britiſh thunder to rattle, . 
Brave boys, &c. = 


See Dalrymple, Prevoſt, 
Gallant Barrington too, 


And Farmer who gloriouſly fell : 


With brave Pearſon, all knew 


That the hearts of true blue, 


Once rouz'd, not the world could excell, 


My brave boys, Oc. 


With ſuch heroes as thoſe, 


_ 'Tho? we've numberleſs foes, | 

Britiſh valour reſplendant ſhall ſhine : 
And we ſtill hope to ſhow - 
That their pride will be low, 


In eighty, as fam'd fifty- nine, 


y brave boys, Oc. 


Then brave lads enter here, 
And partake of our cheer, 
You ſhall feaſt and be merry and fing : 
With the grog at your noſe, 
Drink ſucceſs to true blues, 


\Huzza ! and ſay God iave the king, 


My brave boys, &c. 
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THE FLOWERS OF EDINBURGH. - 
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My love was once a bon - ny lad, he was 
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of all his en 
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- lent tears 


plain, and exclaim *gainft thoſe my 
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that hae tab en from me my darling * 
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ir and anguiſh fills my breaſt, 

ZSince I have loſt my blooming role; 
1 7 and moan while others reſt, | 

_ His abſence yield me no repoſe. 

To feek my love I'll range and rove, 

Thro' ev'ry grove and diſtant plain; 

Thus I'll ne' er ceaſe, but ſpend my days, 

I hear tidings from my darling ſwain. 


There's nothing ſtrange in nature's change, 

Since parents ſhew fach cruelty ; . 

They caus'd my love from me to range, 
And knows not to what deſtiny . 


Ihe pretty kids and tender lambs 


May ceaſe to ſport upon the plain; 
But I'll mourn and lament, in deep diſcontent, 
For the abſence of my darling ſwain. 


Kind Neptune, let me thee intreat, 
| To ſend a fair and pleaſant gale; 
Ve dolphins ſweet, upon me wait, 
And do convey me oa your tail. 

Heav*ns bleſs my voyage with ſucceſs, 
While crofling of the raging main, 
And ſend me fate o'er to that diſtant ſhore, 

_ To meet my lovely darling ſwan. . 


All joy and mirth at our return 
Shall then abound from Tweed to Tay; 
The bells ſhall ring, and ſweet birds ſing, 
To grace and crown our nuptial day. 
Thus bleſs'd with charms in my love's arms, 
My heart once more I will regain; 
Then I'll range no more to a diſtant ſhore, 
But in love will enjoy wy darling ſwain. 
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rraro- ADVICE. 
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Says Pla--to, why ſhould man be vain ? Since | 


— —Uüüm— —„—:¼ 
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i bountecusheay' » heauaade dim great, Whylockethhewith 


"2 | 23 diſdain On . undeck d w ith wealth 8 


Can ſplendid robes, or beds of down, or coſtly gems 
A Pe af by ; 


——— 2 = 
” © 
— 0 woe ie: 


es. Bi 
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crown, Give health, or eaſe the brow of care? 


256 THE MUSICAL 


The ſcepter'd king, the burthen'd five; 

The humble, and the haughty, die; 

The rich, the poor, the baſe, the brave, 

_— duſi, without diſtinction, lie; 

Go, : the tombs where monarchs reſt, 
Who once the greateſt titles bore: 

The wealth an er they poſſeſs'd, 
And all their * are no more. 


So glides the meteor throngh the ſky, 
And ſpreads along a gilded train; 

But, when it's ſhort-liv'd beauties die, 

Diſſalves to common air again. 

S0 'tis with ua, my jovial ſouls |— | 

Let friendſhip reign while here we ſtay; ; J 

Let's crown our joys with flowing bowls,— 


85 When * us calls we e muſt away. 
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When I was in my ſe'nteen years, I was 
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He was 2 handſome fellow, 4 * 22 5 3 7 
His humour was baith frank and free, FE F - 

| His bonny locks fae yellow, | | "28 1 
3 Like gou'd they glitter'd in my ee; | 

„ His dimpl'd chin and roſy cheeks, 
Aud face fo fair and ruddy, O, 
And then a days his grey breeks, 

Was neither auld nor duddy, O. 
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But now they are thread bare worn, 1 
They're wider than they wont to be, 'Þ . 
They're taſhed like, and fair torn, of 
And clouted fair on ilka knee. 
But gin I had a ſummer's day, 
As I have had right mony, O, 
PI make a web o new grey, „ 


To be breeks to my Johnny, O. 


For he's well wordy o- tem, EY 
And better gin I had to gre, 5 — 
And I'll tak pains upo' them, 


1 Frae fau' ts I'll ſtrive to keep them free. 
Fo clead him weel ſhall be my care, 
And pleaſe him a'“ my ſtudy, O, 


But he maun wear the auld pair, ; 
A A wee, tho! they be duddy, O, C 


For when the lad was in his prime, 
Like him there was nae mony, O, 
He ca'd me aye his bonny thing. 
Say, wha wou'd nae lo'e Johuny, O. 
80 1 lo'e Johnny's grey breeks, 
For a' the care they've gi'en me yet, 
And gin we live anither year, 


We'll keep them hail between us yet. 


Now to conclude his grey breeks, 
I'll fing them up wi' mirth and glee; 
| Here's luck to all the grey ſteeks, 
That ſhows themſclves upo' the knee, 
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And if wi' health I'm ſpaired, 
A wee while as I wiſh I may, 
I ſhall hae them prepared, | 
As well as ony that's o' grey. 


- SONG cxxxv. 
To the foregoing Tune. 


"OW ſmiling ſpring again a pears, | 
With all the 2 . train, 
Love ſoon of her arrival hears, 

And flies to wound the gentle ſwain. 
How gay does nature now appear, ( 
The lanibkins friſking o'er the plain, 

Sweet feather'd ſongſters now we hear, 


While Jenny ſeeks her gentle ſwain. 


Ye- aymphs, Oh ! lead me thro? the grove, 
Thro' which your ſtreams iu filence mourn ; 
There with my Johnny let me rove, Ne 
Till once his fleecy flock return; 
Young Johnny is my gentle ſwain 
That ſweetly pipes along the mead, 
So ſoon's the lambkins hear his ſtrain, 
With * ſteps return in ſpeed. 


The flocks now all in ſportive play 
Come friſkiug round the piping ſwain, 
Then fearful of too long delay, 

Run bleating to their dams again, 
Within the freſh green myrtle grove, 

The feather'd choir in rapture ſiag, 
And ſweetly warble forth their love, 

To welcome the returning ſpring. 
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SAE MERRY AS WE TWA HAE BEEN. 
Slow. 
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hae been; Sae merry as we twa hae been; 


19. 


5 think on the days we have row 


| like for to break, when 1 
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He gently prefling my hand, 


Sac merry, c. 
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| One flocks * cloſe by. ka file, 


I view'd the wide world in it's Pede 

And laugh'd at the pomp of command! 
My dear, he wou'd aft to me ſay, 
What makes you hard- hearted to me; 
Oh! why do you thus turn away, 

From him wha is dying for thee 3 ? 


| But now he is far 3 my Gzht, 
Perhaps a deceiver may prove, 


Which makes me lament day and night, | 


That ever I granted my love, 


I fet myſelf under an oak, 


And Jetty ſighed for him. 
Sac . & c. 


At eve, when the reſt of the folk 
Were merrily ſeated to ſpin, 
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SONG CXXXVII. 
THE BANKS OF THE DEE. 
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8 and e che aghtingale ſung from the 
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| flowing, I fat myſelf down on the banks of the Dee. 


Flow on, lovely Dee, flow on thou ſweet river, thy 
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Pr the glory and W” of the Dee. 


But now he's gone from me, and left me thus mourning, 

To quell the proud rebels, for waliant is he; 
And ah! there's no hopes of his ſpeedy returning, 

'To wander again on the Banks of the Dee. 
He's gone, helpleſs youth ! o'er the rude roaring billows; 
The kindeft and ſweeteſt of all the gay fellows ; 

And left me to ſtray *mong'f the once loved willows, 

The lonelieſt maid on the Banks of the Dee. 


. But time, and my prayers, may perhaps yet reſtore bim; 
hleſt peace may reſtore my dear ſhepherd to me; 
l And when he returns, with ſuch care I'll watch o'er him, 
| He never ſhall leave the ſweet Banks of the Dee. 
The Dee then ſhall flow, all it's beauties diſplaying ; 
The lambs on it's banks ſhall again be ſeen 3 5 
While I, with my Jamie, am careleſsly ſtraying, 
1 ralling again all the ſweets of te Dee. 


ADDITIONS BY A LADY. 
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THUS hs the fair maid on the . of the river, 
And ſweetly re-echo'd each neighbo⸗ ring tree; 
But now all theſe hopes muſt evaniMf for ever, 
Since Jamie ſhall ne*cr ſee the Banks of the Dee. 
' On a foreign ſhore the ſweet youth lay dying, 
þ In a foreigu grave his body's now lying ; D 
While friends and acquaintance in Scotland are erying . 
For Jamie the glory and pride of the Dee. 


M ſhap on the hand by which he was wounded; 
Miſha', on the wars that call d him away 


From 4 circle of friends by which he was Cate 
Who mourn for dear Jamie the tedious day. 
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From unjuſt rebellion his country to free; 
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Oh ! poor hapleſs abs, who mourns Gxcontented, 
The lofs of a lover ſo juſtly lamented ; 


By time, only time, can her grief be contented, 


And all her dull hours become cheerful and gay. 


Twas honour and bravery made him leave her mourning, 


9. : 


He left her, in hopes of his ſpeedy returning 


To wander again on the Banks of the Dee. 


For this he deſpis'd all dangers and perils ; 


 *Twas thus he eſpous'd Britannia s quarrels, 


That when he came home he might crown her with laurels, 


The happieſt maid on the Banks of the Dee. 


But fete had determin'd hie fall to be glorious, 
Though dreadful the thought muſt be unto me; 


He fell, like brave Wolfe, where the troops were victorious, 


Sure each tender heart muſt bewail the decree: 
Yet, though he is gone, the once faithful lover, 


And all our fine ſchemes of true happineſs over, 


No doubt he implored his pity and favour 


For me he had left on the Banks of the Dee. 


3 Oat Sa 


A moment of time to be joyous and free ! 
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To the foregoing Tune. - 
AI you that are wiſe and think life worth enjoying, | 
| Or ſoldier or ſailor, by land or by ſea, TE 


In loving and laughing your time be employing; 
Your glaſs to your hp and your laſs on your knee. 


= Come fing away, honeys, and caſt off all ſorrow ! 


Though we all die to-day let's be merry to morrow ; 
A hundred years hince *twill be loo late to berrow 


Ties fing, Se. 


My lord and the biſhop, in ſpite of their ſplindor, 
When death gives the call, from their glories muſt part; 


Your beautiful dame, whin the-ſummons is ſent her, 


Will feel the blood ebb from the cheek to the heart. 
Then ſing away, honeys, and caſt off your ſorrow! 
Though you all die to-day, yet be merry to morrow ! 
A hundred years hince *twill be too late to borrow 
A cordial to cheriſh the ſorrowful heart! 
Then ting, Oc. | 


For riches and honour, then, why all this riot, 
Your wrangling and jangling, and all your alarms ? 
Arrah! burn you, my honeys, you'd better be quiet, 

And take, while you can, a kind girl, to your arms. 

You'd better be ſinging and caſting off ſorrow ! : 
Though you all die to-day, ſure, be merry to-morrow ! 
A hundred years hince *twill be too late to borrow 
One moment to toy and enjoy her ſweet charms !, 


_ You'd better, &c, 
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' SONG CXI. 
THE WHISTLING PLOWM AN. 


Recit. 


The whiſtling plowman hails the bluſhing dawn, 
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twixt echo, the hounds and the horn, the hounds a . 
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© + Each earth ſee he tries at in vain; 
I be cover no ſafety can find, 
Z3o he breaks it and ſcowers amain, 
And leaves us at diſtance behind; _ 
| Ofer rocks and o'er rivers and hedges we fly;. 
Al hazard and danger we ſcarn; 
Stout Reynard we'll follow until that he die, 
Cheer up the good dogs with the born. 


And now he ſcarce creeps through the dale, 
All parch'd from his mouth hangs his tongue, 
His ſpeed can no longer prevail, : 
Nor his life can his cunning prolong ;. g 
From our ſtaunch and fleet pack 'twas in vain that he fled;. 
g8ee his bruſh falls bemir'd forlorn, 
The farmers with pleaſure behold him lie dead, 
And ſhout to the ſound of the hor. 
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THE BRAES OF BALLENDEAN. 
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iy he warbled his woe; The winds ceas'd 
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to breathe, and the fountains to flow, 


Rude winds with compaſſion could hear him 


complain; yet Chloe leſs gentle, was deaf 
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How happy be cry'd, my moments once flew, 

- F'er Chloe's bright charms ſirſt flaſh'd in my view! 
Theſe eyes, then. with pleaſure, the dawn could furvey ; 
Nor ſmil'd the fair morning more cheerful than they. 

Now, ſcenes of diſtreſs pleaſe only my fight : 
I ficxen in pleaſure, and languiſh in light. 


Thro' changes, in vain, relief I purſue : 

All all, but conſpire, my griefs to renew: 

From ſunſhine, to zephyrs and ſhades, we repair; 

To ſunſhine we fly from too piercing an air: 
5 


. 


/ 


270 THE MUSICAL 


But lore's ardent fever burns always the ſame ; 
winter can cool it, no ſummer iaflame. 
Bat, fee the pale moon, all clouded, retires ! i | 
The breezes grow cool, not Strepon's defires ! -— 
I fy from the dangers of tempeit and wind; 
Yet nouriſh the madneſs that preys on my mind. 
Ah, wretch ! how can life thus merit thy care, 
Since length ning it's moments but leugthens diſpair? 
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SONG CXLI. 


Such beauties in view, I can neverpraiſetoohigh _ . 
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duces, nor flower 4 nor all * nine moles .X 
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When girls like you paſs us 

I ſaddle Pegaſſus, 

And ride up Parnaſſus, 
Io Helicon's ſtream. 
Even that is a puddley 
Where others may muddie; 
My noſe let me fuddle 2 
In bowls of vour cream! 
Old Jove the great Hector, 
May tipple his nectar, 
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Of Gods the director, 


And thunder above: 
5 Pd quaff off a full can, 

As Bacchus, or Vulcan, | 
Or Jove the old bull can g 
To her that I love. 
What poſies, Sc. 


SONG. cxrm. 
WITHIN A MILE OF EDINBURGH. 
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aid each d 4 his dear, bonny 
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Jocky blythe and gay  kify'd — Teer maki ag. 
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hay, the laſſie bluſh'd and Pa: ſaid, No, n 
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it won - not : do, I can-not, can - not 


won. not, won-not, man- not buckle too. 


O Jocky was a wag, that never wou'd wed, 
Though long he had followed the laſs, 
Contented ſhe work'd, and eat her brown bread, 
And merrily turn'd up the graſs. 
Bonny Jocky blythe and gay, 
Won? her heart right merrily, 
But ſtill ſhe bluſh'd, and n faid, 
I cannot, Tc. / 
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Tho' his herds and his flocks were not few, 
She gave him her hand and a kiſs beſides, 
And vow'd ſhe'd for ever be true. 
Bonny Joeky blythe and gay, 
_ Wor? her heart right merrily, 
At church ſhe no more — ſaid, 
SY . Se. 


SONG CxXl1v. 


EA R Roger, if your Jenny geck, 
And = kindneſs wi . flight, 
Seem unconeern'd at her negleQ: 
For women in a man delight; 
8 But them deſpiſe who're ſoon defeat, 
And wi' a ſimple face give way: 
. To x repulſe—Then be not blate; 
„„ Puſh bauldly on, and win the ay. | 


8 When maidens, innocently young, 
Say aften what they never mean, 
| Ne'er mind their pretty lyin tongue, | 
But tent the language of x een: 
If theſe agree, and ſhe perſiſt 
To anſwer a' your love with hate, 
Seek elſewhere to be better bleſt, 
And let her ſigh when it's too late. 


Rat when that he vow'd he wou'd make her his bride, 5 
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SONG .CXLY.. 
In COLD FLINTY HEART. 
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lion, tweet paſſion, ſweet paſ - ſion of love. 
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The froſt nips the buds, and the roſe cannot blow, 


From the youth that is froſt nipp'd no rapture can flow, | 


Elyfium to him but a deſert will prove, 
Whar' s life without paſſion, ſweet paſſion of love. 


N The 5 pring ſhould be warm, the young ſeaſon be gay, 
Her birds and her flow'rets make blithſome ſweet May, 
Love bleſſes the cottage and ſings thro? the Ave 

f ove. 
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Ch to fre his tartan trews, | 8 1 
Bonnet blue, and laigh heel'd ſhoes, gy 1 | 
Philebeg aboon his knee, os | | > 
That's the lad that I'll gang wi”. — 


The princely youth that do mean, 
Is fitted for to be a king: 
On his breafl he wears a ftar, 

_ You'd take him for the god of war. 


Oh, to ſee this princely one, 
| Seated on a royal throne ; - 8-2 
Diſaſters a* wou'd difappear, 3 | { 
- me — the jub'lee year, | _ 


SONG cxLVn. 


'TULLOCHGORUMf. * 


Fiddlers, your pins in temper fix, 
And roſet wee! your fiddle-fticks; 
4 But baniſh vile Italian tricks „„ 
Frae out your quorum: | | 

Nor for te's wi” piano's mix, 
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cheerfu” ſing a-lang wr me the reel of Tulloch- 
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+ Tulloch orum's my delight, 
It gars us a' in ane unite, 
And ony ſumph that keeps up ſpite, | 
In conſcience I abhor him. 
Blithe and merry we's be a', 
| Blithe and meiry, blithe and merry, | 
Blithe and merry we's be a, 
| To make a chearfu“ quorum. 
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Blithe and merry we's be a', 
As lang's we ha'e a breath to draw, 
And danee, till we be like to fa, 
I be reel of Tullochgorum. 


There needs na' be ſo great a phraſe 
Wi' dringing dull Italian lays, 
I wadna gre our ain Strathſpeys 
For half a hundred ſcore o'm. 
They're douff and dowie at the beſt, 
Douff and dowie, douff and dowie, 
They're douff and dowie at the belt, 
Wi' a' their variorum. co 
They're douff and dowie at the beſt, 
Their allegro's, and a' the reit, „ 
They cannot pleaſe a Highland taſte, 
Compar'd wi? Tullochgorum, 


Let warldly minds themſelves oppreſs 
Wi' fear of want, and double ceſs, 
And filly ſauls themſelves diſtreſs, 
Wi' keeping up decorum, 
Shall we fae ſour and ſulky fit, 


Sour and ſulky, ſour and fulky, 


Shall we ſae ſour and ſulky fit, 
Like auld Philoſophorum? 
Shall we ſae ſour and ſulky ſit, 
Wi' neither ſenſe, nar mirth, nor wit, 
And canna riſe to ſhake a fit 

At the reel of Tullochgorum. 


My choiceſt bleſſings ſtill attend 
Each honeſt hearted open friend, 
And calm and quit be his end, 

hee a' that's good before him! 
May peace and plenty be his Jot, 
Peace and plenty, peace and plenty, 
May peace and plenty be his lot, — 
And dainties a great ſtore o' em 
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May peace and plenty be his lot, 

Unftain'd by any vicious blot ! 

And may he never want a groat 
That's fond of Tullochgorum. 


But for the diſconterted fool, 
| Who wants to be oppreſſion's tool, 
May envy gnaw his rotten foul, _ 
And blackeſt fiends devore him! 
May dole and ſorrow be his chance, 
| Dole and ſorrow, dole and ſorrow, 
May dole and ſorrow be his chance, 
And honett ſouls abhore him 
May dole and forrow be his chance, 
And a' the ills that come frae France, 
Whoe'er he be that winna dance 
The reel of Tullochgorum ! 


Aa 
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SONG CXLVIE. 
THE YELLOW. HAIR'D LADDIE. 


2 
3 


— 


| 1 * when n prone wy E 
0 


— 


— 
— — — 


— 


| Joiceth the ſwain. 4 joiceth the ſwain, — | 


— | 
—_ | 
— 
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go, 155 nd deep glens, where the 


— — 
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There, under the ſhade of an old facred thorn, 
With freedom, he ſung his loves, evening and morn. 


* ſang with ſo ſoft and inchanting a ſound. 


That Sylva as and Fairies, en danc'd around. 


The ſhepherd thus ſung : tho” young Maddie be fairy. 
Her beauty is daſh'd with a ſcornful, proud air: 
But Sutie was handſome, and ſweetly could ſing; 
Her breath, like the breezes, n in the ſpring. 


That Maddie, i in all the gay bloom of hes youth, 
Like the moon, was inconſtant, and never ſpoke truth: 
But Sufis was faithful, good humour'd, and free, 
Aud fair as the goddeix that ſprung from the ſea. 


* 
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— I at the — — with thee, 


If I found the berries right ripen'd for thee. 


Thy ilka ſport manly gave pleaſure to me; 
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That mamma 's fine daughter, with aſl her — * 
Was aukwardly airy, and frequently ſour: 
Then, fighing, he wiſh*d, would parents agree, 
' witty, tweet Suſie, his miſtreſs — be. 


8 O N G CXLIX. 


T the foregoing Tune. 
FROM THE GENTLE SHEPHERD. 


Proc. 


HEN firſt my dear laddie gade to the green hill, | 
And I at ewe-milking firſt ſey'd my young kill, i 


To bear the milk-bowie, nae pain was to me, . 


When corn-rigs wav'd yellow, and blue heather-belk | 
Bloom'd bonny on moorland and ſweet riſing fells, | 
Nae birns, briers, or breckens gave trouble to me, 


Ford 


1 . 


| When thou r ran, or wreſtled or putted the ſtane, 
And earre aff the victor, my heart was ay fain, 


For n nane can putt, wreſtle, or run ſwift as thee. 


Wn ws 


Our Jenny ſings ſaftly the Cowden- broom-knows, 
And Roſie lilts — the — the ewes; 


*- 


= How eaſy can laſſies trow what they deſire! 
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There's few Il enny Nettles, like Nancy, can ling ; | g _ _ 
At—Thro? the wood, laddie, Bels gars our lugs ring. 


But when my dear Peggy ſings, with better ſkill, 
The Boatman, Tweedfide, or the Lafs of the mill, 
Tis mony times ſweeter and pleaſant to me; | 


For ti. o they ling nicely, they cannot like thee. 
PRI . 
When praiſing ſae kindly increaſes love's fire: 


Give me ſtill this pleaſure, my ſtudy ſhall be, 
To make myſelf better, and ſweeter, for thee. 


19 
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SONG Cl. 


HAD NZPTUNE. 
E 


— 


den ae dee ee \ 


— 


— 


Had Neptune, when firſt he tock charge of 


Te | Os 
the ſea; been as wiſe, or 


A - 


_ o'nt, and inftead of the brine, would have filld | 


the vaſt ocean with ge-ne-rous wine 


— 
— — 


would have 


fill'd the vaſt ocean with ge · ne- rous wine. 
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What trafficking then would have been on the main, 
For the fake of good liquor, as well as for gain, 

No fear then of tempeſt, or danger of finking, 

The fiſhes ne'er drown that are always a-drinki ag. 


The hot thirſty ſun would drive with more haſte, 
IF Secure in the evening of ſuch a repaſt; 
And when he'd got tipſey, wou'd kw taken his naps 
| With double the pleaſure in Thetis's lap. | 


By the force of his rays, and thus heated with wine, 
Conſider how gloriouſly Phoebus would ſhine, 
What vaſt exhalations he'd draw up on high, 

I 00 relieve the poor earth as. it wanted ſupply. 


How happy us mortals, when bleſt with ſuch rainy 
Jo fall all our veſſels, and bl *em again, 

Nay even the beggar that has ne'er a Giſh, 

| Might jump in the river and driak like a fiſh. 


| What mirth and contentment, on every one's s brow, 

Hob as great as a prince, dancing after his piough, 
The birds in the air as they play on the wing, 
Altho' they but fip would EY ling. 


The ſtars, who I think, don't to drinking incline, 
 _ Weuld friſ and rejoice at the fume of the wine; 
And merrily twinkling would ſoon let us know, 

That they were as happy as mortals below. 


Had this been the caſe, what had we enjoy * 
Our ſpirits fill riſüng our fancy ne'er cloy'd ; 

A pox then on Neptune, when 'twas in his pow'r 
To flip like a fool, ſuck a fortunate hour. 
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WERE GAILY YET. 
Moderato. 
CAS ANTE LIE w | 
We're gaily yet, he we're gaily yet, and we're no 
1 1 3 * . 7 
——+Þ+- 2 
ee 


8 


* 


4d 


— — 


tipple a bit for we're no very fou, but we're 


— 


— 
gay yet. 


There was a lad, and they cau'd him Dick ; 

He gae mea kiſs. and I bit his lip; 

Ard down in the garden he ſhew'd me a trick; 

And we're no very fou, but we're gaily yet. 
And we're gaily yet, Oe. 


There were FE lads, and they were clad; 
There were three laſſes, and them they 3 
Three trees in the orchard are newly ſprung ; 

Aud we's a get geer enough, we're but young. 
And we're gaily et, Oc. 


* Rh | POET 3 eee eee 
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very fou but we're gaily yet; then fit ye awhile, and ' 


" — 
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Brik. 
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Then vp wi't Ag, Ailey; * wi't Alley now, 


— - — 


—J_ 


= 


— 


1 


Then up wi't Ailey, qou' cummer, we's a get roar- 


1 
1 — 1 — H— 
2 dn RT? TO — 
1 ANT I e 
ing fon. And one was 0 in the barn ; 


_— — 8 | — 1 — — 1 55 
Another was kife's on the green; and the t yur 5 


— — — 


behind the = e-ſtack, till the mow flew up 


_—_ 
to her een. Then up wit ae Oc. 


Now Fre, John Thomſon, rin, 
Gin ever ye ran in your life; 
: 5 get ye, but hye, my dear Jock ; 
"here's a man got to bed with your wiſe. 


Then up wi 't Alley, &c. 
| ” Bk 
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Then away John Thomſon ran, 


And I true he ran with ſpeed ; | 
But, before he had run his length, 
The falfe loon had done the deed. 
Then up wi't Ailey, Sc. 
(End with the firft verſe : 
We're gaily yet, and we're gaily yet, &c. 


„„ eee e 
BUSH ABOON TRAQUAIR. 
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tell how Peggy grieves me, tho' thus I languih 


* —— 1 228 
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and complain, A-las ! ſhe ne' er believes me. 


| * 
E 2 

- = 
M1 4 


's o 
— — 


| 


. ͤ ͤ—— — 
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e 
2 — 122 | 


| ; DE” | | 
My vows and fighs, like f - lent +: un - heed- 
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was e 
ed, ne-ver move her, The — ny * I 
CA een eat 
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love her. | 


That day ſhe ſmiYa, and made me glad, 
No maid ſeem'd ever kinder: 
I thought myſelf the luckieſt lad, 
80 ſweetly there to find her. 
I try'd to ſoothe my am'rous flame, 
In words that I thought tender; 
If more there paſs'd I'm not to blame, 
I meant not to offend her. 


Yet now ſhe ſcornful flees the plain, | 5 
The fields we then frequented; 
If Cer we meet, ſhe ſhews diſdain, 
She looks as ne'er acquaimted. 
The bonn y buſh bloom'd fair in May, 
it's fweet's I'll ay remember; 3 
Zut now her frowns make it decay, 5 * 
It fades as in December. 


Ve ſrural pow'rs, who hear my ſtraine, 

| Why thus ſhould Peggy grieve me? 

Oh! make her partner in my pens, 
And let her ſraites relieve me: 
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IE — eber, will turn deſpair; 13 

| on no more tender; iM 
111 2 the buſh aboon Traquair, | Pat | 
To _ wilds I'll wander. | 3 

To the forego | ing T une. 


T ſettiny day, and riſing morn. 
WY! ſoul that ſtill ſhall love thee, 
PH aſk of heav'n thy fafe return, 
Wi' a' that can improve thee, 
I'll viſit aft the Birken-buſh, 
Where firſt thou kindly tald me 
| Sweet tales of love, and hid my bluſh 
Whilſt round thou didſt infald me. 


To 2” our haunts 1 will repair, 

To Greenwood-ſhaw or fountain, 
Or where the ſummer day I'd ſhare 
Wy thee upon yon mountain. 
There will I tell the trees and flow'rs, 

From thoughts unfeign'd and tender, 
By vows you're mine, by love is yours 
A heart which cannot wander. 


SON-G CLIV. 
 AMYNTA. | 


ee 36, SONG $5 HK eee $506 Tape 
— | | 
cs AE, — 


My ſheep I've forſaken, and fe wy ber- 
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: 3 * 
lands I wove, for ambition, 


ſoon cure me of love. 


1 


with ambition to do, why left I A-myn- 


— 


E 


ta, why 7 broke I = vow? 27.0 gn me my ſheep, 


4. N 
— | | 4 


— 
and my theep-hook re - ſore, and P11 wander 


from love and A-myn-ta no more. 


Sv 


wa. * 
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Through regions remote in vain do I rove, 
And bid the wide ocean ſecure me of love ; 
O fool to imagine that ought can ſubdue, 5 
A love ſo well founded, a paſſion ſo true = E 
O what had my youth, c. | 


Alas ! *tis too late at thy fate to repine ; | 
Poor ſhepherd, Amynta no more can be thine 
Thy tears are all fruitleſs, thy wiſhes are vain ; 
The moments neglected return not again. T 
O what had my youth with ambition to do? | 
Why left I Amynta? why broke I my vow ? 
O give me my ſheep, and my ſheep-hook reſtore, 
And I'll wander from love and Amynta uo more. 


-—_—_— 


0 


Ho can ſailors live upbraided, - 
8 While the Frenchmen dare to meet. 
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SONG CLVL 
THE GALLANT SAILOR. =" 
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* ſailor oft you told me 3 a you ne-ver 
* 
pro_ od | ing * W T — 1 


— — 
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leave your love, To your vows Inow muſt hold you 


+ ll 


4 — 
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now's the time your love to prove to your vows I now 


' 


1 2 © D e . | 
re ID 
muſt hold you, now's the time your love to youun. 
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Is not Britain's flag degraded, 
Have not Frenchmen brav'd our fleet? 
How can ſailors live upbraided, | 
While the Frenchmen dare to meet ; 


N Ax. | | 2 


Hear me, ali ſailor, hear me, 


| While your country has a foe, 


He is mine too, never fear me, 
I may weep but you mult go; 
I may weep, I may weep, 


1 may Weep, but you ſhall go. 


That can waft us to the foe, 
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841 OE. 


Though this flow'ry ſeaſon woos you 
To the peaceful fports of May, = 
And love fighs ſo long to looſe you, 
Love to glocy ſhall give way, 
Love to glory, love to glory, 

Love to glory, muſt give way. 


Can the ſons of Britain fail her, 
While her daughters are ſo true; 
Your ſoft courage muſt avail her, 
Wie love honour loving you, 
We love honour, we love honour, 
We love honour loving you. 


yt ao. 1 7 


War and danger now invite us, 


Blow ye winds, auſpicious blow ; | 


Ev'ry gale will moſt delight us 


 Ev'ry gale will moſt delight us, 
That can waft us to the foe. 


SONG CLVIN. 
ON FRIENDSHIP. 
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The world, my dear Myra, is full of de-ceit, 


. 
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and friendſhip's a jewel we ic] - dom can meet. 
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7 — 2 
Sw 
How ange does it ſeem, that i in ſearching a-- 
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round, that fource 2. con - tent is ſo rare to 
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be found. O -iendſhip, thou balm and rich 
SE . 
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are riches and power But emp- ty de © #7 


ſion, the Joys Tm hour, - - - - - - - But 
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emp- ty de - lu - how, the joys of an hour. 
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How much to be priz'd and eſteem'd is a friend, 

On whom we may always with ſafety depend; r 
Dur joys when extended will always increaſ, . 

Lund griefs when divided are huſh'd into peace. 

When fortune is ſmiling what crouds will appear, 

Their kindneſs to offer and friendſhip ſincere, 4 | 

Vet change but the proſpect and point out diſtreſs, | 

No longer to court you they eagerly preſs. a>. 


SONG CXLIX. 


THE SEIGE OF TROY. "SF | 


to Troy with a numerous train, whereof the great - 


Proud Paris, deſpiſing fair Hdlen's great pomp, | M 
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he ventur'd the foaming bil-lows to jump, for | 
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= eſt part was Dai, for her oh la la] * "_ * 
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— 


* 


4. * Whereof the greateſt | rt Was gain, 


| | TSS >> * 


for her fa la HM 


Menelau' 8 W at ſuch a great loſs, 

1 Witha thouſand ſhips the occan did croſs, 

| For her fa la, Sec. | 

And ſteer'd on his courſe, tho! the ſeas hs d roar, 


Of her fa la, Cc. 


1 1 regardleſ s of his country” s harms, 
| Diſpatch'd to Achilles two heralds at * 
1 For her fa la, Cc. 


And ſwore by his ſceptre, he'd ne'er take che field 
For the loſs of her fa la, Cc. 


4 Ul ſes renowned for prudence and wit, 
By He fcign'd himfelf crazy, to ſtick by the butt 
| Of Penelope's fa la, Oc. 

And plow'd up the ſand with an aſs and a hogs 
A rare aber on to keep him en. cog. 


To manure her fa a, Se. 


= EIS 


4 es Nell's bright charms drew his ſhips to the ſhore, : 


| But ſtern Achilles he threw down his ſhield, 8 
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But Hector may curſe it, and ſo may his Sire, 
For it was the „that ſet Troy on fire, | 4 

Her fa la, Oc. 
And himſelf to be drag'd round the town by the bel, 1 
At ftern Achilles's chariot wheels, 1 
For her fa la, &c. —_ = 


| But ſtern Achilles, be falling i in love, 4 
With Priam's fair daughter, which did his death por, {| 


Her fa la, Ec. * 

For cunningly Paris ſhot him in the heel, {Þ 

With a poiſoned arrow made of the * ſtecl. FF” 
Fo or her fa la, N. c. 3 
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SONG CLX. 
 ROSLIN X CASTLE. 


"Twas in that ſeafon 
n 
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of the year, when 


7 all things gay and fweet appear, that Co - lin with. 


» | & nh 


— 


ral lay. 
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the morning ray, a - roſe and ſung his ru- by 
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Of Nanny's dw the hepherd _ { 
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Dn 


= 


— 
the hills anch dales * Nha rung, while Rol- 


E 


back the 3 1—7 


ſwain and 


Pe. 
THEN 
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= 22 
"> caſtle beard the echo'd, 
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Awake, ſweet muſe ! the breathing ſpring, 
With rapture warms ; awake and fing ; - 
Awake, and join the vocal throng, 
Who hail the morning with a ſong ; 
To Nanny raiſe the cheerful lay; 
O! bid her haſte and come away; 
In ſweeteſt ſmiles herſelf adorn, 

And add new graces to the morn. 


O hark, my love! on ev'ry ſpray, 
Each feather'd warbler tunes his lay; 
*Tis beauty fires the raviſh'd throng ; 
And love inſpires the melting ſong : 
Then let my raptur'd notes ariſe : 
For beauty darts from Nauny's eyes ; 
And love my riſing boſom warms, 
And fills my ſoul with ſweet alarms, 


o come, my love! thy Colin's lay 
With rapture calls, O come away 


Come, while the muſe this wreathe ſhall twine 


Around that modeſt brow of thine: 
O ! hither haſte, and with thee bring 
That beauty blooming like the ſpring, 
Thoſe graces that divinely ſhine, 
And charm this raviſh'd breaſt of mine! 


SONG CLXL 
Ts the foregoing 8 


I ROM Roflin caſtle's echoing walls 
| F Reſounds my ſhepherd's ardent calls, 
My Colin Lids me come away, 12 
And love demands I ſhould obey. 
His melting ſtrain and tuneful lay 
So much the charms of love diſplay, 
I yield—nor longer can refrain 
To own my love, and bleſs my ſwain. 
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No longer can my heart conceal 
The ofaful pleaſing flame I feel, 
My ſoul retorts the am'rous ſtrain, 
And echoes back in love again, 


Where lurks my ſongfter? from . grove 


Does Calin pour his notes of love? 
O bring me to the happy bow'r, 
Where mutual love may bliſs ſecure. . 


Ye vocal hills that catch the ſong, 


Repeating, as it ffies along, 
To Colin? Ii ear my flrain convey, 


And ſay, I haſte to come away. 
Te zephyrs ſoft that fan the gale, 
Waft to my love the ſoothing tale; 


ers all my ſoul expreſs, 
I haſte his arms to bleſs, 


Ta whif 
And id, T1 
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SONG CLXIL 
| JOHN O' BADENYON. 


, % . 4 ” 
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When firſt I came to be a man, of twenty 


| 
| 


| 
| 


* 


| 


2 | 
years or fo, 1 "thought myſelf a handſome e youth, 2 


— 


very where, was Lil e 2 .morn 


— ====1 


"A CO ng 1 
ia May. No care I had, nor fear of want, but 


Oy have paſs, in 7 country of in town ; I — was 
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kat 1 
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rambled up and ee for a beau I | might 
eee ee | . — 
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T bias d whereꝰ er I went, and when I was alone, 
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T tun'd 8 pipe, and pleas'd FRY wr 1 n O 


Men in the doe of youthful prime, . 
A miftreſs I muſt find ; 

For love they ſay, gives one an air, 
And ev'n impreves the mind: 


R 


: On Phillis fair, above the reſt, 


Kind fortune fix'd my eyes, 
Her piercing beauty. ſtruct my heart, 
And ſhe became my choice: 
To Cupid then, with hearty pray'r, 
I offer'd many a vow, 
And danc'd and ſung, and bees and! fwore, | 
As other lovers do: 


C0 
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| But when at laſt I breath'd wy Sum, 
' 2 782 her cold as ſtone; a 

eft the girl, and tun'd my pipe 

To John of Badenyon. EY — 


When love had thus my heart beguil'd, 
With fooliſh hopes and vain, 


To friendfhip's port I fteer'd my courſe, 


And Jangh's at lovers? pain; 

A friend I got by lucky chance, 
"Twas ſomething like divine; 

A honeſt friend's a precious gift, 

And ſuch a gift was mine: | 

And now, whatever might betide, | 
A happy man was I, 

In any ſtrait I knew to whom 

I freely might apply: 

A ſtrait ſoon came, my friend I try , 
Hsͤle laugh'd and ſpurn'd my moan : 
1 hy'd me home, and pleas'd my felt 

With John of Badenyon. 


4 they t 1 ſhonld be wiſer next, 
. po would a patriot turn; 

* to doat on Johnny Wilkes, 
- nd cry up Parſon Horne: 
Their noble ſpirit I admir'd, 
And prais'd then manly zeal, 


Who had, with flaming tongue and pen, 


Maintain'd the public weal ; 
But ere a month or two was paſt, 
I found myſelf betray'd; 
"Twas ſelf and party after all, 
For all the ſt ir they made. 
At laſt I ſaw theſe factious knaves | 
Inſult the very throne ; | 
I curs'd them all, and tun'd my pipe 
To John of Badenyon. 
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What next to do I mus' da while, 
Still hoping to ſucceed, 
I pitch'd on books for company, 
And gravely try'd to read ; EE | 
I bought and borrow'd ev'ry where, 4 
And ſtudy'd night and dayz — 
Nor miſt what dean or doctor wrote, 79 
That happen'd in myway: 95 7 
Philoſophy I now eſteemd 
The ornament of youth, 
And carefully, thro* many a page, 
I hunted after truth: 
A thouſand various ſchemes I try'd, 
1 And yet was pleas'd with none; 
| | I threw them by, and tun'd wy pipe 
© To John of Badenyon. 


And now, ye youngſters, ev y where,. 5 
| Who want to make a ſhow, 5 
1 Take heed in time, nor vainly hope 
| For happineſs below; 
What you may fancy pleaſure here, 
— but an empty name; 5 
Per girls, and friends, and books, and ſo, +, 
| Youl find them all the ſame. 
| Then be advis'd, and warning take, 
From ſuch a man as me, 
T neither Pope nor Cardinal, 
Nor one of low degree, | 
' You'll find diſpleaſure ev'ry where: 
Thea do as I have done, 
E'en tune your pipe, and pleaſe yourſelf 
With Joha of Badenyon. 
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THE WAND'RING SAILOR. 
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| ſtormy Teas, To find at laſt content and Toy 


To find at laſt content and eaſe, In hopes when 


= _ a — 
* 5 toil and dauger's o'er, To anchor on his 


— —— 


EXEZSS 


"Wn IR 
native ſhore, In hopes when toil and dangerꝰs | 
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When round the bowl the jovial crew, 
The early ſcenes of youth renew, | 
"Tho? each his fav'rite fair will boaſt, 
This is the univerſal toaſt: | 
This is the univerſal toaſt : 8 


we when toil and « 


—_— on our native | 


oer, 


we when toil and danger 7 'er, | 


8 on our native ſhore, 


Caſt anchor on his native ſhore. 
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pur-ling fireams, or flow? ry plains; more pleaſ- 
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SONG CLXIV. 
' HIGHLAND QUEEN. | 
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ing beauties now inſpire, And Phœbus tunes 
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my Highland Queen. 
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Ia her, ſweet innocence you'll find, 
With freedom, truth, and beauty join'd ; 
From pride and affectation free, 

Alike ſhe ſmiles on you and me, 

The brighteſt nymph that trips the green, 
I do pronounce my Highland Queen. 


No ſordid wiſh, or trifling joy, 


.. Her ſettled calm of mind deftroy ; 


Strict honour fills her ſpotleſs ſoul, 
Ard adds a luſtre to the whole; 
A matchleſs ſhape, a graceful mien, 
All center in my Hightand Queen. 


Ho bleſt that youth, whom gentle Fate 
Has deſtin'd for ſo fair a mate; 1 
HFuas all theſe wond'rous gifts in ſtore, 
And each returning day brings more : 

No youth ſo happy can be ſeen, d 
Polleſſing thee, my Highland Queen. 
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MAN MAY ESCAPE. 
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kill. The fly that ſips treacle is loſt in the 
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The lawyer will riſe with the ert of the morn 
To hunt for a mortgage or deed; 

The hufband gets up at the ſound of . horn 
And rides to the commons full f . 
The patriot is thrown in purfuit of his his game ; 

The poet too often lays low, 
Who, mounted on Pegaſus, flies after fame, 
With hark forward, huzza, Tally ho. 


White fearleſs o'er hills and o'er woodlands we frcep, 


Tho' prudes on our paſtime may frown, - 
How oft do they decency's bounds overleap, 
And the fences of virtue break down? 
Thus public, or private, for penſion, for place, 
For amuſement, for paſſion, for ſhow, 
All ranks and degrees are engag'd in the chace, 
With bark * buzza, Taly ho. 
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SONG cLxXVn. 
THE AULD GOODMAN. 
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O late in an evening forth I went, a 


new degun. A man and his wife, was fa'n. 
| — : | —.— L |; 
| in a ftrife, I can- na” weel tell you how it 
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| _ but ad ſhe wail'd her S life, and cry'd. 
ever, Alake, my * goodman. 
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Hs. 


Thy auld goodman that thou tells of, 
The country kens where he was born, - 
Was but a filly poor vagabond, 

And ilka ane leugh him to ſcorn ; 
For he did ſpend, and make an nd 
Of gear hae his forefathers wan, 

He gart the poor ſtand frae the door, 
Sac tell nae mair of thy auld — 


"OY 


5 My heart alake, is liken to break, 


When I think on my winſome John, 
His blinkin eye, and gate ſae free, 

Was naething like thee, thou doſen'd drone. 
His roſie face, and flaxen hair, 

And a ſkin as white as ony ſwan, 
Was large and tall, and comely withal, ; 
And — never be — my auld goodman. 


Hs. 


Why doſt thou pleen ? I thee maintain, 
For meal and mawt thou diſna want; 
But thy wild bees I eanna pleaſe, 

Now when our gear *gins to grow ſcant; 
Of houſehold Kuff thou haft enough, 

Thou wants for neither pot nor pan 
Of fiklike ware he left thee bare, 
Bae tell nae mair of thy auld goodman. 


Sur. 


Yes, I may tell, and fret myſell, 
To think on theſe blyth days I had, 
When he and I together lay 
In arms into a well made bed ; 


Zut now I ſigh and may be ſad, i 
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Thy courage is cauld, thy colour wan, 
Thou falds thy feet, and fa's aſleep, | 
And thou'lt ne'er be like my auld goodman. . 


Then coming was the night ſae dark, 
And gane was a' the light o' day; 


The carl was fear d to miſs his mark, 


And therefore wad nae langer ſtay; 
Then up he gat, and he ran his way, 

I trow the wife the day ſhe wan, 
And ay the oc'rword of the fray 


Was. ever, Make, my auld goodman. 
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TODLEN HAME. 
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*** a ſaxpence un- der my thumb, 
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vhen I'm poor, we bid me gae bye, O porerty parts 
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O cou'dna 1 love come todlen hame. 


. fa the goodwife, and "Ie her good fale, 
She gi'es us white bannocks to drink her ale, 
Syne if that her tippony chance to be ſma', 
We'll tak a good ſcour o't, and ca't awa'. 
Todlen hame, todlen hame, 

As round as a neep come todlen hame. 
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I 6 49 
od —_— Todlen hame, Todlen hame, 
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Te're ay ſae g 
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My kimmer and I lay down to ſleep, 
And twa pint-ſtoups at our bed's feet; 
And ay when we waken'd, we drank them dry: 
What think ye of my wee kimmer and I? 
Todlen butt, and todlen ben, 
Sae round as my love comes todlen mn | 


Leez me © n liquor, my todlen dow, 
When ſober, ſae ſour, yell fight with a flee, 


That *tis a blyth ſight to the bairns and me, 
When todlen hame, todlen hame, 


| When round as a neep you come todlen hame. 
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humour'd when weeting your mou? * 
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SONG CLXIX. 
BY 7 JOVE PLL BE FREE. 
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by 5 LI be free, by Jove I'll be free ; For, let 
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hat I happen by Jore I'll be fre: 
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take pattern from me; For, let what will happen, 
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She vow'd ſhe was ruined; I ſaid it might be ; 
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Young Daphne I ſaw, in the net ſoon was caught; ; 
I lv'd and 1 flatter'd, as cuſtom has taught: 5 


1 preſs'd her to bliſs, which ſhe granted full ſoon ; ; 
But the date of my paſſion expir d with the moon. 


I'm ſocry, my dear: dut by Jove PII be free. 


The next was young Phyllis, as bright as the morn ; | 


The love that 1 proffer'd ſhe treated with ſcorn; 
I laugh'd at her folly, and told her my mind, 
That none can be handſome but ſuch as are kind. 


Her pride and ill nature were loſt upon me: 
For, in ipite of fair faces, by Jove VR be free. 


Let others call ma: rriage the 3 of ioys ; 


Calm peace I delight iu, and fly from all noife ; ; 

Some chooſe to be hamper'd, tis ſure a frange rage, 
And, like birds, they fing beſt when they're put in a cage; 
Confinement's the devil: *twas not made for me; 3 


Let who will be bound- flaves, by Jove I' ve tree. 


Then let the briflc 8 run over the . 


In a toaſt to the young and the beautiful laſs, 
Who, yielding aud caſg, preſcribes no dull rule, 


Nor thinks it a wonder a lover ſhould cool. 
Let us bill like the ſparrow, and rove like the bee 


For, in ſpite of grave leſſous, by Jove I'll be tree. 
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8 ONG CLXX. 
THE 8 18 PREPAR'D. 

judges all rang'd, a ter-ri-ble ſhow, I go undiſmay'd {| 
bor r death is a debe a debt on demand, ſo take ; * | 
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6 "wi I owe. Then kewl, my — hit dear charm- 7 
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ers, 2 contented I die, 'tis the better for | 
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SONG CLXXI. 
T AREWELL, YE GREEN FIELDS. 
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| warble their loves, and nature is drels'd without 
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art. No pleaſure ye now can afford, nor mu- 


fie can lull me to re- for Phillis proves falſe 
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to her word, and Strephon can never be bleſt. 
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Oftimes by the fide of a les 
Where roſes and lillies appear, 
Say Phillis of Sre phon would ſing, 
For Strephon was all ſhe held dear. 
But ſoon as ſhe found by my eyes, 

The paſſion that glow'd in my breaſt, 

She then to my grief and ſurpriſe, 
Prov' d all ſhe had ſaid was a jeſt. 


Too late to my ſorrow I find, 
The beanties alone that will laſt, 

Are thoſe that are fix'd in the mind, 
Which envy or time cannot blaſt. 
Beware then, beware how ye truſt, 
_ Coquets who to love make pretence, 
For Phillis to me had been juſt, | - 
If nature had bleſs'd her with ſenſe. | | 


SONG CLXXU. 
7. the foregoing Tune. 


Teer wiſdom will 3 about joy, gu, | 
| Truth, folly will practiſe as well; = 00 
Man is | ſimple, and life's but a toy, "I 4 | 
In toying it is we excel, | 
Is it worth our while, for learning to teil, 
To labour, to love, and to think, | 
Thought ne'er was deſign'd to trouble the 1 
Bo only let's mind who's to drink. 


: 
. 
Z 
King Solomon, (I'm not profane, Sir,) | 
Was a wiſe, yet a whimſical one, . — 
He never thought any thing vain, Sir, | 
Till once that his pleaſure was gone. 
He uſed to ſay, there's a time to play, 
To labour, to love, and to think. | 
Let thoſe in their prime, remember their time, * 
At preſent it's time we ſhou'd drink. 
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A pox on reflection, be jolly, 


77 Difpaſſionate dulneſs deſpiſe, 


Did you once know the pleaſure of folly, 
You'd ne'er be ſo weak to be wiſe. 


= Let the trumpet of Fame, thoſe heroes proclaim, 
Who never at Cannon-ball blink, 


Let the buſy in trade, be cent. per cent. _ 


Tis cent. per cent. better to drink. 


Come, about with a bumper, boys, hearty, 
To our king and our country, ſucceſs ; 
Toaſt oblivion to envy and party, 


May freedom our fire- ſides bleſs. 
Here's a health to all thoſe, who will face our foes, 
To thoſe who dare ſpeak as they think, 


To ſuch fort of men, again and again, £ 


Age = and Lge let us drink. 
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LO. HIGH, BLOW LOW. 
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on ſhore to be once more, fafe moor'd with thee. 
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Aloft while mountains high we go, the ing 
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winds that ſcud a 
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WOE fall my ſignal be to think on thee, n 
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my fignal be to Think on a thee, and this ſhall be my. 
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RUSSEL's TRIUMPH. 
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that 1 the battle it will ſoon be won. 


Tourville on the main triumphant rn 
Io meet the gallant Ruſſel in combat on the deep bs. 


He led a noble train of heroes bold, 
To fink the Engliſh Admiral at bis feet. 
Now every valiant mind to victory doth aſpire, 


| The bloody. o_ s begun, the ſea is all on fire; 


And mighty fate ſtood looking on, 
| | Whilſt a flood all ef blood, 
Filyd the leuppers of the riſing ſun. 


- Sulphur, ſmoak, and ſire, a the air, 


With thunder and wonder affright the Gallic hore ; ; 


Their regulated bands ſtood trembling near, 


To ſee the lofty ſtreamers now no more : 


At fix 0 clock, the red. the ſmiling victors led. 


To give a ſecond blow, the fatal overthrow : 
Now death and horror equal reign, 
Now they cry, run and die, 
Britiſh culours ride the vanquiſh'd main. 
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See they fly, amaz'd, thro? rocks and fands, 

One danger they graſp at to ſhun the greater fate, 
In vain they cry for aid to weepinF lands, | 
Ihe nymphs and ſea-gods mourn their loſt eſlate, 

For evermore adieu, thou dazzling riſing ſun, 
From thy untimely end thy maſter's fate begun: 
Enough, thou mighty god of war : 
Now we fing, bleſs the King! 
Let us drink to every Britiſh — 


SONG CLXXV. 


OLD SLY HODGE. 
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ſays he, i "Ob old 17 Hodge 175 he,, 


1. 
Great talkers do the leaſt e ſee, por. talkers 


N 5 


do the leaſt d'ye ſee. 


Curtis ſwore if men were ond; : 
She'd pull their eyes out, tear their hair ; 


My dear ſays Hodge, you're wondrous _ 
My dear fays, Sc. 


However let us nothing ſwear, 


For fays ly old *. Oe. 


One night he dream'd a drunken fool, 
Be rude in ſpite of her, wou'd fain, 


She makes no more than with joint ſtool, 


She makes no mere, Sc. 
Fell on her huſband might and main, 
Still 2. fy old Hodge, c. 


By that time ſhe had broke his noſe, 
Hodge made a ſhift to wake his wife, 


Oh! Hodge ſays ſhe, ; Ju 1e by theſe RED 8 


> 


Dear Hodge, He. 


I prize my virtue as my life, 


But fays fly old Hodge, G.. 


334 THE MUSICAL 


] dream'd a rude man on me fell, 

However I his project marr'd, _ 

Dear wife, ſays Hodge, tis mighty well, 
Dear wife ſays Hodge, Cc. 
But next time, don't kit quite ſo bard, 

For ſays old fly — & c. 
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My laddie is gone far a- way o'er the plain, 
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While in ſor-row behind I'm forc'd to re. 
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main, Tho? blue bells and violets the hedges adorn, +» 
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Tho? trees are in bloſſom, aud ſweet blows the, 
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away. Forlorn I fit finging, and this is my 
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ſtrain, Haſte, haſte, my dear Jockey, Haſte, haite, 
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look gay; there's nothing can pleaſe now, my Jockey's 5 
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Haſte, haſte, my dear Jockey, 


to me back a-gain. 


When lads, and their laſſes, are on the green met; 


They dance, and they ſing; and they laugh, and they 


chat; - 


Contented and happy, with hearts full of glee: | 
I can't without envy, their merriment ſee} 


res 


336 THE MUSICAL 
Thoſe pellimes offend me ; my ſhepherd's not there: 
No pleaſure I reliſh, that Jockey don't ſhare. 
It makes me to figh ; I from tears ſcarce — 

J wiſh my dear Jockey, 

I wiſh my dear Jockey, 

1 with my dear —_ return'd back again, 


But ho pe ſhall ſuſtain me; nor will 1 deſpair : 
He * he would in a fortnight be here. 
On Lad expeCation my wiſhes I'll fealt ; 
For love my dear Jockey to Jenny will haſte. 


Then, farewell, each care; and, adieu, each vain ſighs 


Who'll then be ſo bleſt, or ſo happy, as I? 


I'll fing on the meadows, and alter my train, 
When Jeckey returns, 

When Jockey returns, 

W hen Jockey returns to my arms 5 back 2825 1 
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the greater my ſurpriſe. I roſe and follow'd, 
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guided by my ear, «a in a chickſet f grove, 4 
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broad I can rove, to in-dulge a fond paſ- — 2 


ſion for Jock: * my dear, when he's abſent 
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rural a * muſe - ments 


: Tig, bot how blythe when he's near, tis theſe 
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de- light my ſad heart; 


come away to my arms, love, and ne - - ver 


8 2275 


- 


de - part, to his pipe I could ſing, for he's 
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him, no long - er he'd ſlay. 


Cc 


Neither linnet or nightingale fing half ſo ſweet ; 
And the ſoft melting {train did kind echo repeat; 
It fo raviſh'd my heart, and delighted my ear, 

Swift as lightaing I flew to the arms of my dear. 
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did he know how I lov'd 
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She, farpeiz's, and detected, ſome moments did ſtand; 
Like the roſe was her cheek, and the lilly her hand, 2 
Which ſhe plac'd on her breaſt, and faid, Jockey I fear 


I have been too imprudent : pray, how came you here? 


For to viſit my ewes, and to ſee my lambs play, 
By the banks of the Tweed, and the groves, J did 4 * 
But, my Jenny, dear Jenny, how oft” have 1 figh'd, 
And have vow'd endleſs love, if you'd be my bride 

To che altar of Hymen, my fair one, repair, 

Where the knot of affection ſhall tie rhe fond pair: 

To the pipc's ſprightly notes the gay dance we will lead, 
And will bleſs the dear grove, by the Banks of the Tweed, 
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who to love me juſt had ſworn, they made him 
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fight him, he from thouſands ne'er will run, day 


and night L did in- - vite him, to ſtay ſafe 
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muckle kind embraces, now ſighing, now crying, 


GEES 


then tears dropping fall; and had he my ſoft arm 
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bis pre-ferr'd to wars alurms, my love grown mad, 
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without the man 
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of Gad, I fear in my fit I had : 
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I waſh'd, and patch'd, to make me look provoking ; 
Snares that they told me would catch the men, 
And on my head a huge commode fat poking, 
Which made me ſhew as tall again; 
For a new gown too I paid — 5 money, 
Which with golden flow'rs did ſhine ; 
My love well might think me gay and bonny, 
No Scots laſs was e'er ſo fine. 
My petticoat I ſpotted, 
Fringe too with thread I knotted,  _ 
| Lace ſhoes, and filk hoſe garter'd o'er the! knee; 
But, oh! the fatal thought, | 
1 To Billy theſe are noug ht; 0 
Who rode to towns, and rifled with dragoons, 
> When he, oy Toon; * have plunder'd me. 
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SONG CLXXIX. 
Tune—My ſheep I've forſaken—Page 292. * 
A H Chloe ! thou treaſure, thou joy of my breaſt, ; 


oo Since I parted from thee, I'm a ſtranger to reſt ; 


] fly to the grove, there to languiſh and mourn, 
There ſigh for my charmer, and long to return ; 
The ficlds all around are ſmiling and gay, 


But they ſmile all in vain—my Chloe's away; 


The field and the grove can afford me no eaſe, — 


But bring me my Chloe, a deſart will pleaſe. 


No virgin I ſee that my boſom alarms, 


I'm cold to the faireſt, tho? glowing with charms, 


In vain they attack me, and ſparkle the eye; 
Theſe are not the looks of my Chloe, I cry. 


Theſe looks, where bright love, like the ſun fits enthron'd,. 


And ſmiling diffuſes his influence round; 
Twas thus I firſt view'd thee, my charmer amaz'd, 
Thus gaz'd thee with wonder, and lov'd while I gaz'd. 


Then, then the dear fair one was ſtill in my fight, _ 
It was pleaſure all day, it was rapture all night; 


But now by hard fortune remov'd from my fair, 


In ſecret I languiſh, a prey to deſpair ; 

But abſence and torment abate not my flame, 

My Chloe's ftill charming, my paſſion the ſame ; _ 
O! would ſhe preſerve me a place in her breaſt, 


Then abſence would pleaſe me, for I would be bleſs'd. 
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SONG CLXXX. 
JOVE IN HIS CHAIR. 
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his nods men — gods keep in awe; w hes he winks | 
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heaven ſhrinks, when he ſpeaks hell ſqueaks earth's 
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not « prate his bald pate, Jove 1 cuff, he's 
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ſo bluff, for a i cow'd derte, . mice 
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GO NIGHT AND Joy: BE WT YOU. 
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How happy's he, who e'er he be, that in his 
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lifetime meets one = friend, who cordially ders fym- 
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My kind 8 do not ne- * , 
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and a, mournful eye, I beg the Lord be with 
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My loving friends, I kiſs your hands, 
For time invites me for to move ; 

On your poor ſervant lay commands, 
Who is ambitious of your love. 

He—whoſe pow'r and might, both day and abe, 
Governs the depths, ken rain to fall, 


To fun and moon gives courſe of light, 


Direct, protect, defend you all. 


I do proteſt, within my breaſt, 


Your memory I'll not neglect; 
On that record I'Il lay arreſt, 

Hell's fury ſhall not alter it. 
All I deſire © of earthly bliſs, 


Is to be freed from guilt or thrall ; * 


I hope my God will grant me this: 


* and od * wi you all. 
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